FIRST BLOOD 








leksandr barbara 
Vomnol Sheridan 





FIRST BLOOD 


\leksandr barbara 
\oimoy Sheridan 





FIRST BLOOD 


Aleksandr 
Vounov 
V 
barbara 
Sheridan 


Preamspinner Press 


Copyright 
Published by 


Dreamspinner Press 

4760 Preston Road 

Suite 244-149 

Frisco, TX 75034 
http://www.dreamspinnerpress.com/ 


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and 
incidents either are the product of the 


author's imagination or are used fictitiously, and any 
resemblance to actual persons, living or 


dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely 
coincidental. 


First Blood 


Copyright © 2010 by Aleksandr Voinov and Barbara 
Sheridan 


Cover Art by Paul Richmond 
http://www.paulrichmondstudio.com 


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced 
or transmitted in any form or by 


any means, electronic or mechanical, including 
photocopying, recording, or by any information 


storage and retrieval system without the written permission 
of the Publisher, except where 


permitted by law. To request permission and all other 
inquiries, contact Dreamspinner Press, 


4760 Preston Road, Suite 244-149, Frisco, TX 75034 
http://www.dreamspinnerpress.com/ 

ISBN: 978-1-61581-559-3 

Printed in the United States of America 

First Edition 

September, 2010 

eBook edition available 

eBook ISBN: 978-1-61581-560-9 

Dedication 

For Elaine and Marcie 


Also for “Napoleon” & “Illya,” Barb's first suave spy crushes 


FIRST BLOOD 


CHAPTER 1 


1 


Chapter 1 


ROCHEV knelt on the ground, holding his broken arm tight 
to his chest, 


cradling it like a weapon. Blood dripped from his face, his 
breath 


ragged, wet through split lips. Nikita stepped back and 
lowered his 


hands. Unlikely he'd use them again—he didn"t expect the 
other man 


to get up very soon. 
“You"re not making this very easy on you.” 


“I told you,” the man on the ground said. “I told you he"s 
dead.” 


Nikita felt the sudden urge to kick Rochev in the face for 
saying 


that. Dead. No. Simply no. But kicking a kneeling man 
wouldn't do his 


anger any good. Wouldn"t purge anything. He had to control 
that anger. 


Somehow. 


He turned away, took a few steps to the car, and reached 
fora 


water bottle, then drank deeply. Beating the shit out of a 
man who'd 


clearly learned to take pain was tiring. His eyes fell on the 
folded 


newspaper on the driver's seat. The Guardian. Cover story. 
“Russian 


Crime Haunts Europe's Streets.” 


And a large image of Andrei Voronin, still alive. Taken from 
the 


website of the law firm he had worked for. Andrei A. Voronin, 


Corporate Law, Harvard Law School, advised on family 
trusts, off- 


shore trusts, cross-border mergers and acquisitions, 
international tax 


law. Nikita had memorized the profile. Every scrap of 
information. 


Rochev coughed, ragged, uneven sounds, but it took Nikita 
a 


moment to realize it was closer to sobbing. He turned, eyes 
narrow. 
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“Don't kill me.” 


Nikita put the newspaper down and stood near the car for a 
while, 


studying the crumpled figure on the oil-stained cement floor. 
The 


headlights tore him out of the darkness, bent over, muscular 
neck 


bowed, on his knees. If not for the obvious pain and fear, 
the position 


would have been inviting, would have made Nikita think of 
sex. But 


this was just submission, without the kick, without the 
charge in the air. 


Never mind that Nikita preferred his subs to be people he 
respected. No 


respect for a common criminal. 
“God, please don"t kill me.” 
“Stop whining.” Nikita stepped closer, now irritated at the 


jabbering. “Tell me everything. How did you meet Voronin?” 
He didn"t 


call him Andrei Alexeyevich. Too personal, despite the fact 
that using 


the first name and patronymic was the polite form to 
address a Russian. 


Maybe, Nikita reflected, they'd all spent too much time in 
the West. 


“He worked for Zaitsev, my boss. He was his lawyer.” 


The past tense of those statements balled Nikita"s fists. 
Liar, he 


wanted to shout, and punch Rochev, punch and kick him 
until he was 


flat on the ground, lifeless, beaten to a pulp rather than 
merely broken. 


Excessive force. Breaking his arm and kicking him in the 
balls could 


already be called excessive. Punching him in the face 
wasn"t; he"d 


mainly done that to stun him into compliance. 

“And?” 

“Then he was attacked. It wasn"t us! You have to believe....” 
“Just the facts.” 

“Please.” 

“Don't piss me off.” Nikita stepped closer again, grabbed a 


handful of the man's dark suit at his neck, and pulled him 
up like a 


kitten to look at him. “Just tell me.” 


“They shot him in his house in Monte Carlo. Zaitsev"s 
enemies 


did.” 
“Who?” 
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“Zaitsev thinks it was Shkadov. He"s been messing with 
Zaitsev's 


organization. We thought Voronin was dead, but he 
Survived.” 


Yeah, and you promised to protect him, Nikita. You promised 
him 


he’d be safe. While you were too busy, they shot Andrei. 
“And then?” 


“Then he vanished. Zaitsev tried to track him. Next thing we 


know, he"s in Paris. And they say he doesn"t remember 
anything. That 


a bullet went into his brain and wiped out his memory. 
Zaitsev doesn't 


believe it. He thinks Voronin has sold out to the law or 
Shkadov. That 


he wasn't shot, that he was tortured to tell everything. So 
he wants him 


dead. Hires a guy who"s watching Voronin to kill him. Next 
day, 


Voronin gets shot on the street in Paris and is finally dead.” 


Nikita held back the punch and instead released the man 
with a 


hiss of distaste. Finally dead. That fucker was on thin ice and 
didn"t 


even know it. “Who fired the shot?” 
The man hesitated. “A man called Christopher Gibson.” 
“Who is he?” 


“Freelancer. Hitman. As far as | know. Somebody tasked him 
to 


watch over Voronin, but Zaitsev paid him five million 
American and he 


shot him, sorting out the problem.” 
The problem. One way to call it, Nikita thought. He'd call it 


treason. Killing the man you were paid to protect because 
somebody 


made a bigger offer? Worst kind of scum. 


“Thank you for the information.” Nikita couldn't bring 
himself to 


smile. In the last half hour, they had left the realm of 
pleasantries way 


behind and had achieved a deeper understanding. He 
reached inside his 


jacket. 


“God, no, please don't kill me. | told you everything!” 


Nikita paused as if to consider it. “Would you prefer to go to 
a 


nice Siberian prison?” 
“I"ve done nothing wrong....” 


“Doesn"t count.” Nikita bared his teeth. “You know what 
kind of 


scumbag you"re working for. You still do it.” 
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“God, | haven't....” 


“Shut up.” Nikita straightened and pulled the gun, let it rest 
in his 


hand, pointing at the cement floor. Clearly visible in 
Rochev'"'s view. 


“You did cooperate.” 

“I will... cooperate more. Please.” 
“You'd betray Zaitsev?” 

“I already did.” 


“True.” Nikita let the silence drag on, forced his mind to 
focus on 


the present rather than a future when a man called 
Christopher Gibson 


would kneel in front of him, just like this. And Nikita would 
kill him. 


“You will report to me. Every one of Zaitsev"s meetings, 
every 


movement he makes. You will give me a full list of his 
contacts.” 


“Yes. Yes, | can do that. He trusts me.” 
“More's the pity,” Nikita muttered. “I"ll make sure that your 


cooperation will be noted. Double cross me, and we will 
continue our 


little talk here.” 


JUST a little more. Do it. Push that bitch, Chris chanted 
silently with 


each rep of the two hundred pound weight. Jaw clenched, 
breathing 


precise and timed, he fought against his muscles" protest. 
He didn't 


usually go this heavy unless he was stressed or bored. This 
week he"d 


been both. Three more. Two. One. The weight hit the 
support with a 


metallic clang, and Chris waited a moment before sitting 
upright on the 


faux-leather padded bench. 
“You done?” the spotter asked. 


“Yeah. Thanks a lot.” Chris flashed a smile, keeping eye 
contact 


with the stocky older guy he"d met in the locker room. “You 
needa 


hand?” 
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The guy laughed, his gaze lingering. “I would if | didn"t have 
a 

train to catch. Another time perhaps? I"m here most 
evenings after 

work.” 


Chris nodded. “I"ll be in town a few more days.” He stood 
and 


extended his hand. “Nice to meet you, Eric.” 
“The pleasure was all mine.” 


His attention fixed to the guy"s tight ass as he left the gym, 
Chris 


regretted that he'd put off getting here. Chariots was open 
all night, and 


he counted on the most interesting crowd showing up later. 
Too bad he 


hadn"t given a thought to anyone interesting in the nine-to- 
five crowd 


blowing off some steam. 
The night was young, and the cruising room beckoned. 


Chris took his time going from the shower area to the locker 
room. 


The lime green and blue locker room. It was a gay hang-out 
but damn. 


Lime green. 
No matter. This place was a veritable gay buffet, and he"d 


forgotten how much he missed scoping out the local talent. 
There was 


something oddly attractive about these Brit boys. Hell, there 
was 


something generally hot about all European men for that 
matter. 


It was one of the things that drew him to GORGON, that and 
the 


fact the international spy agency paid top dollar for a man 
with his 


Skills. Just looking at the prices in London, he was glad for 
his salary. 


Granted, his pad in Montreaux wasn't exactly cheap, either 
—the Swiss 


took from the living and weren"t above fleecing corpses, in 
his 


experience. 


London, worn-down, dirty, stinky, crowded London, was 
much 


different from squeaky-clean Montreaux. Seedy in all the 
right places, 


faded and frayed like an old queen—and not the kind that 
got 


crowned—too much makeup, but at the same time relaxed, 
like it didn"t 


even have to try. Then of course, the breath of history, and 
the accent of 


the local population. 


Britain was one of the countries where he preferred the men 
to the 


women. In Poland, it was the other way around. The Polish 
ladies were 
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stunning, the men nothing to look at. In Britain, all the 
women looked 


the same. Unsettling. If one of the women"s mags started a 
new fashion, 


within days all the women looked exactly the same. And 
right now, the 


eighties were back with a vengeance. No legs, regardless 
how toned, 


should be squeezed into tight, metallic-colored tights. No 
ass, however 


tight and pretty, should be exposed like that. Fact was, 
though, not 


nearly enough of the women were toned enough to have 
even a hope of 


pulling that look off. 


He noticed a man watching him and paused, his eyes 
narrowing. 


European but not a Brit. There was something about the 
man that 


reminded him of one of his partners. Russian? Possibly. His 
facial 


structure was reminiscent of Andrei"s, and those sharp gray 
eyes were 


cold as a Siberian hell. He was a weightlifter, definitely, but 
not one 


obsessed with mass for mass" sake. Chris didn"t doubt this 
guy lifted 


for the same reasons he did—partly for the strength but 
mostly to see 


how much punishment his body could take. His eyes had a 
pronounced 


love of pain lurking within. 


Chris finished buttoning his white silk shirt. “How's it 
going?” 


“It goes.” The guy gave him a lingering look and continued 
past 


to the door. 


Chris grabbed his leather blazer, threw it on, and ran his 
fingers 


through his damp hair. There was no sense playing too coy, 
notina 


club like this, and Chris followed the supposed Russian into 
the lounge 


and ordered a beer. He took a sip at the bar and then 
sauntered over to 


lean against one of the square pillars next to the leather 
banquette sofa 


the Russian had chosen. 


They both drew enough glances that Chris was reasonably 
sure he 


could arrange a three- or foursome if he wanted. But it 
might be good 


to only have one partner. As much as he got off on his 
regular 


threesome, by now a twosome was really the more exotic 
option. 


“Do you come here often?” 


The other man more turned his head than shook it. “First 
time.” 
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But certainly not a virgin. He was around Chris"s age and 
didn"t 


look nervous in the least. “You here on business?” 
“You could say that.” 


“Then | do.” Chris met and held the other"s gaze and 
enjoyed the 


fact the man didn"t look away, didn"t break the contact. 
There was 


interest, despite the stony, unaffected exterior. Very 
different from 


Andrei, who was easily lured out and evaded only with irony. 
“I'M 


Chris.” 
“Nikita.” 


Russian. Weird that he had a broad"s name, but hell, as long 
as 


Chris remembered not to laugh when he called him that 
during sex, it 


was cool. 
“What brings you to London?” 


The Russian'"s stare was aloof yet hit him dead center in the 
balls. 


He had a slow sip of his vodka. “I could tell you but would 
then be 


compelled to kill you.” 


“Of course you would.” Chris took a long swig of his beer. 
“I'M 


doing a good deed for a friend. | have the loan of his place 
while I"m 


here.” 


Nikita tossed back the rest of his drink, set the empty glass 
ona 


nearby table. “What makes you think I"m looking for an 
invitation?” 


Chris shrugged. “Didn't issue one. I"m just making small 
talk.” 


“Indeed.” The Russian leaned forward a bit, his body 
language 


less unaffected than his face. 


He"d have a good shot at the Russian Poker Championship, 
Chris 


thought, and laughed inwardly at the idea. Guy like that 
shouldn"t be 


called “Nikita.” “Nikita” was a cute name, a woman's name, 
La Femme 


Nikita, after all. And that horrible Elton John video. Bruiser 
boy like 


this looked like some kind of bodyguard, maybe. There were 
many 


wealthy Russians in London that needed a lot of muscle to 
feel secure. 


Andrei, after all, had worked for one of those. 
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He still relished a challenge. That tough guy exterior could 
hide 


just about anything. 


“I"m a fair bit more than you can handle.” 


“Maybe I"m a size queen.” 
The Russian huffed. “That too.” 


Chris smirked and folded his arms. “For the record, I"ve yet 
to 


meet a situation | couldn"t deal with.” 


Nikita chuckled and waved off the waiter who asked if he 
wanted 


another drink. “You Americans never cease to amuse me 
with your 


bravado.” 
“And you Russians are so predictable in your megalomania.” 
“Are we? You have vast experience with us?” 


Chris shrugged. “I"ve been around the world a few times 
and | 


always take time to observe.” 


Nikita stood, adjusting his posture in an attempt to look 
more 


formidable. Fucking Russians. He wasn"t much taller than 
Chris 


himself, though he had a bit of a weight advantage. 


“I"m in the mood to observe things from a different 
perspective.” 


Then he was a virgin. Interesting. “What do you have in 
mind?” 


“You said you have a place. | would like a little privacy.” 
“You and me both.” Chris grinned and left his beer behind. 


Seemed the Russian was ready to change lanes sexually but 
not ready 


to be observed doing that. He probably had a boss who 
stood on his 


toes. Or as Andrei had put it once, “Don"t forget the sexual 
revolution 


never happened in Russia.” It made Russian men very 
concerned about 


their masculinity when cruising, and Chris found that 
strangely 


endearing. 
“Do you have a car?” 


“I got here by train,” the Russian responded, but he followed 
him 


outside. 
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“Well, then we take mine.” Chris picked up the rented BMW 


from a garage nearby, set up the navigator, and followed 
the 


computerized voice to Andrei"s house in Sevenoaks, deep in 
London"s 


stockbroker belt. Andrei had a small flat in the center, too, 
but Chris 


preferred the bigger house. A huge, faux-medieval Victorian 
building 


with lots of old trees around it, shielding it from the street 
and any 


passersby. Perfect. 


NIKITA stood by the car, looking the house over. “You travel 
in a posh 


circle of friends.” 


“Always,” Chris said with a grin. He gave his keys a jingle, 
set 


the alarm, then led the way along the brick path, the sexual 
tension 


taking on a whole new level as they approached the front 
door. 


Damn. He hadn'"t felt this much like a horny teenager in a 
long 


time. It had to be the lure of breaking in a neophyte as he 
gave Nikita"s 


ass a second look before closing the front door. 


He turned, and the Russian was right there, mere inches 
away. 


Chris grinned and grabbed Nikita"s shirtfront to pull him in 
for a kiss, 


only to be spun and slammed into the solid oak door. 


Chris jabbed his elbow back and turned, using his weight to 
press 


forward. He shoved, sent the Russian into the sturdy antique 
table in 


the entrance hall"s center. The table wobbled, the vase 
crashed to the 


parquet floor. 


“What the fuck, dude,” Chris said, bracing for more, hand 
poised 


to reach for his gun if need be. 


Nikita continued to stare. He pulled his own weapon but laid 
it on 


the tabletop. “I play hard.” 


Makarov. What the fuck else. Chris reached inside his jacket 
and 


pulled his Beretta and placed it right next to the Russian 
pistol. 


Between them they had enough hardware to give an 
average British 


copper a heart attack. 
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“Hard to get?” Chris asked, grinning. He thought of his 
boxing 


trainer. The bigger they are, the harder they fall, he"d say. 
From the 


look of him, Nikita qualified as a super heavyweight. Russia 
—and the 


Ukraine—produced lots of those. “Want to be wooed a little, 
Nicky?” 


Nikita gave an irritated snort. “You understood me.” 


Chris peeled off his blazer, folded it in half, and set it atop 
his gun. 


Nikita did the same with his suit jacket. Chris flexed his 
hands, his 


blood running hotter when Nikita cracked his knuckles. He 
could damn 


near smell the testosterone between them. 


Summoning his cockiest grin, Chris stepped back and made 
a 


“come forward” gesture. “Bring it.” 


Nikita circled, and Chris"s smirk grew wider. He threw a 
playful 


jab that had no chance of connecting. “Afraid to muss up 
your hair, big 


guy?” 
The Russian laughed, kept circling. 
He sprang and kicked. Chris dodged but not far enough. He 


crashed to the floor, rolled, and scrambled to his feet. Nikita 
charged 


again; Chris caught his sleeve, pushed and slammed the 
other man back 


first into the thick carved newel post at the bottom of the 
Stairs. As 


solid as the wood was, the whole railing shook, and Chris 
winced for a 


moment. Last thing he wanted was to fuck a man with 
broken ribs, 


even though this “playing hard” was fun. 


“Let's set the price, Nicky. Loser takes it up the ass? How 
does 


that sound?” 
“Fair deal.” Nikita straightened, but Chris could see that the 


collision with the wood pillar had hurt him. Good. Less work. 
He'd 


love fucking the big guy, he just knew it. 
He motioned, moved deeper into the entrance hall, and the 


Russian followed, an angry bull gathering his resolve. Chris 
stepped in, 


feinted a punch to the man's face while taking his wrist in 
an Aikido 


move. But instead of dropping the bastard on the floor, he 
found the 


tables turned. Chris hit the stone-tiled floor with back and 
shoulders, 
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breath knocked out of him. The big Russian dropped on a 
knee with 


him and punched him with a palm strike into the solar 
plexus. 


God, that fucking hurt. 


“Give in, make it easier on us both,” Nikita taunted with a 
shit- 


eating grin. 


“Never.” Chris sucked in his breath, bit back the lingering 
pain. 


He shot a punch to the Russian'"s balls and struck gold. He 
shoved 


Nikita over, then pulled himself up. “Don"t worry, I'll kiss it 
better.” 


He let Nikita get to his own feet and gave him the “come 
on” 


motion again. 


Nikita cupped himself. “You want it so much, you come 
here.” 


“Hurting a little more than you"re willing to admit, eh, 
Nicky?” 


The words had barely left his lips when Chris slammed into 
the 


door. Shit, that boy moved fast. Chris landed a shot to the 
ribs. The 


Russian took a half step back, and Chris swung again. 


Nikita countered, spun him into a chokehold. “Andrei 
Voronin. 


You killed him.” 
“What if | did? What's it to you? Were you his bitch?” 


That roar was pure, sheer rage, and surprised Chris. He 
squirmed 


in the chokehold, kicked, eloowed, thrashed, using every 
ounce of 


strength to break the hold, but his vision dimmed and a 
numbness filled 


his head, oxygen- and blood-starved brain shooting frantic 
light sparks 


through his vision. Fuck, the bastard was going to kill him. 


In a motion that was more instinct than contemplated 
Surrender, 


he tapped his thigh, twice, rapidly, indicating he gave up. 
Any martial 


artist knew that signal. 


Another roar, this time of frustration, and then Chris blanked 
out. 


NIKITA loosened his grip but didn"t let the limp American 
fall. Instead 


he surprised himself by shifting so he could lift the 
unconscious Chris 
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over his shoulder. The weight made his battered muscles 
protest, so he 


took time to steady himself, and he looked around on his 
way to the 


stairs. 


This was Voronin"s house, he was sure of it. He"d been 
thinking 


of buying one before their last contact, and this definitely 
Suited his 


taste. Expensive, representative, but not gaudy. 


He should have checked in one last time, taken the 
opportunity to 


befriend his contact. Befriend. The thought made him laugh, 
and the 


solid feel of the unconscious American over his shoulder 
made him 


admit the truth. 


Nikita paused upon reaching the upper hallway. Five doors. 
The 


first a small study. The second a full bath. The third 
undoubtedly the 


master bedroom from its size and furnishings. No. Voronin"s 
Suite 


wouldn"t do. 


The next room across the hall would suffice. He lay the 
American 


on the bed and then began to strip, his cock already hard 
and straining, 


aching to take the prize he"d won. 


And what a handsome prize it was. 
But he had standards. His libido would have to be patient. 
He took his time disrobing Christopher Gibson, wondering if 


Chris had put such attention into the detail of watching 
Andrei before 


pulling that trigger. 
Kill him and be done with it. That"s what he should do. And 


yet... that cocky challenge, that self-possessed, big balls 
grin. The 


infuriating teasing. No, Gibson had had no idea who he was 
fooling 


with. Tapping into a carefully hidden desire, something 
Nikita had 


wanted to do forever: fuck a man. 


He patted Gibson"s clothes and found lube. He wasn"t 
Surprised. 


Wasn't that what gay men did? Always ready. Chris had 
been cruising 


for sex, after all. 


Good-looking man, dark hair and eyes, and he looked 
wholesome 


when passed out. Nice. Not much like a hitman at all. Too 
much joy in 


life. 
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Nevertheless, he"d killed Andrei. 


Nikita bared his teeth in a snarl, hating that thought, and 
bound 


Gibson's wrists in front of his body, then tied his hands to 
the bedpost. 


The sight turned him on even more, a shot like from one of 
the Internet 


galleries. He ran his hands up the strong, muscular thighs, 
touched, 


carefully, the man's dick, Surrounded by dark hair. His balls. 
He lifted 


one leg and pushed it to the side. The ass. He"d fantasized 
about it, kept 


imagining it when he was alone at night. Forbidden, 
impossible 


pleasure. Gibson had offered it willingly earlier. And Nikita 
wanted it. 


But he also wanted the man aware. 


Chris jolted awake when the water hit his face. 


“Hello, darling,” Nikita said. He glanced down to Chris"s 
erection, 


hard and ready from the stroking of his lubed hand. “I 
thought you"d be 


awake before your cock.” 
Chris strained at the bonds. “Untie me—” 


“Or what?” Nikita threw his head back and laughed. He 
squeezed 


the cock in his hand, liking the way Chris"s jaw tensed as he 
fought 


voicing the pain. “You made the rules. | won.” He took the 
Small tube 


of lube from the bed and slicked his own cock. “Loser takes 
it up the 


ass, if | recall.” 
“Fuck you.” 
Nikita laughed again. “You will.” He positioned himself, lifted 


the American's hips, poised the head of his cock at the 
puckered hole. 


“What's the matter? Not sure how Tab A goes into Slot B?” 
Chris 


sneered. “You're not that big, go for it and be done.” 


Nikita pushed forward, keeping his gaze locked with the 


American's. The brown eyes flickered, maybe pain, maybe 
anger, but 


his body accepted Nikita. 
Hotter and tighter than he had imagined. Nikita"s heart was 


beating so hard he could feel it under the roof of his head. 
Finally. He 


pushed deeper, fully savoring the other man"s body, its 
resistance, and 


he heard a strange sound from Chris, a choked little noise, 
not quite a 


sob, though. Pleasure? 
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Gibson was still hard, staring at him like a wolf, unwilling to 


submit despite the fact he was tied up and taking a cock up 
his ass. He 


had to admire the American's nerves, but right now, all he 
admired was 


the fact that Gibson took him like that and still stared at 
him. 

He pulled back and thrust in about an inch, which made 
Gibson 


grind his hips a little. Yes, he liked it. Nikita inhaled, paused, 
gathering 


his resolve when all he wanted was to plunge fully into him 
and fuck 


him until he broke. Until they both broke. “I warned you,” 
Nikita said. 


“Do it already, you pussy.” 


Nikita shoved all the way in, lost once more in the tightness, 
the 


heat, the thrill. 
“You do know how to actually fuck?” 


Nikita growled, glared at the smug American, who had the 
nerve 


to grin at him. He pulled his hips back, shoved in again, 
setting a quick 


pace that took his control to the limit. 
“Is that the best you can do?” Chris taunted. 


To Nikita"s surprise, he used the bonds to his advantage, 
planting 


his feet on the mattress, raising his hips, meeting Nikita"s 
thrusts. His 


breathing became ragged. “I lied. You are big enough, 
Nicky.” 


Nikita met his gaze, kept it as he gripped Chris's hips, held 
tight 


and pumped harder. Chris"s eyes positively gleamed with 
fierce lust 


now, and that was something he hadn"t seen on the 
Internet. None of 


the porn actors showed this relish for sex. None wrestled for 
control 


like this, and not a single one of them grinned like that. 


Nikita wasn"t quite sure anymore who fucked whom but 
didn"t 


care. He thrust hard and fast, used his weight, his strength, 
every single 


thrust rocking Chris and making the bed creak. Flesh 
Slapped together, 


and Chris"s cock traced wet lines over his stomach, until the 
American 


suddenly stiffened and tightened, groaning, cum shooting 
over his 


stomach up to his chest. Nikita thrust harder into the 
spasming heat and 


just barely remembered to pull out before he came, mixing 
his cum 


with Chris"s over his body. 
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“Thanks, bro. | was... worried about the condom thing,” 
Chris 


panted. 


“I"m negative,” Nikita said gruffly, and he pulled away. He 
Saw 


Chris"s ass, reddened and open, inviting him again, couldn"t 
help but 


touch it, sliding a thumb in, then back out. 


Chris murmured softly and pressed against him. Was it 
really so 


enjoyable? 

“Untie me, okay?” 

Nikita looked up. “And if | don"t?” 

“You"ll piss me off, and | won't fuck you again.” 


Covered in both their cum, that was a funny demand. Nikita 
got 


off the bed, pushed his half-hard dick back into his trousers. 
“Voronin. 


You killed him.” 


Chris shrugged as best he could. “I"m not discussing 
business 


with you. Not like this, okay, Nicky?” 


He should shoot him. But fact was, shooting a man he'd just 
had 


sex with would be damn near impossible. First, his genetic 
traces were 


all over the bed; secondly, he"d just had sex with this man, 
and his 


anger was almost done. Andrei. Shit. His house. The whole 
place just 


breathed Andrei"s presence, and Nikita felt more stricken 
than angry. 


He took hold of the strips of cloth that held Chris"s arms in 
place and 


tore them. The fabric only gave a dry snap. Chris would be 
able to free 


himself from the remaining restraints. Last time Nikita had 
done it, it 


had taken his captive about fifteen minutes. 


Enough time to get a taxi back to Hackney and pick up his 
Car. 


“AW, C"MON, Nicky. Don"t make me work to get free,” Chris 
called. 


It didn"t surprise him when the Russian ignored him, slipped 
on his 


shoes and shirt and left. 
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As soon as the door closed, Chris worked at the bonds and, 
once 


free, scrambled from the bed. Peeking into the hall, he 
ventured out and 


to Andrei"s room. In the rear of the huge armoire, he felt for 
the hidden 


compartment and sprung the catch. Bingo. Andrei"s 
memory flash had 


been right on. There was a gun. A shit Makarov, of course. 


Chris eased back into the hall and toward the stairs, his 
back to 


the wall, conscious of his dick swinging in the breeze. He 
peered over 


the stair railing. No sign of the Russian. He inched down the 
Stairs, 


checked the ground floor, and then, satisfied the place was 
empty, he 


went back to the stairs. His jacket was where he'd left it, his 
Beretta 


still on the table and loaded. And on the white table cloth 
was scrawled 


in ink: 
We'll meet again. 


He stared at the strong script, went back upstairs, 
showered, but 


didn"t call GORGON or John and Andrei, who were off in the 
States 


while Andrei went through training. 


He should and he would, but not right now. Now he wanted 
to 


leisurely jack off and remember cold-eyed Nikita fucking him 
like no 


tomorrow. 


At the end he'd thought he'd be on the receiving end of a 
fisting, 


especially when he took the chance of mouthing off, but he 
wasn't. 


And damn it all to hell if the thought of experiencing that 
didn"t 


intrigue him. 
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Chapter 2 


“HEY, how are you holding up? Enjoying the Rockies?” Chris 
had his 


legs propped up on the couch table, a nice tumbler of vodka 
on his 


belly. He wore nothing but a terry robe after lounging around 
in the 


Jacuzzi and jerking off to the memory of that Nikita. By now, 
he was 


finally sated and able to think, well, “straight.” 


And this was Andrei"s week of survival training in the 
Rockies. 


John was playing supervisor, but Chris assumed they got 
some cuddle 


time in too. 


“Yes. Have you ever eaten freshly caught fish? It"s 
amazing.” 


“Been there, done that, got the badge to prove it.” Chris 
grinned. 


Seemed Andrei was doing all right. “What about Soong? He 
a pain in 


the ass?” 
“No, he knows how to use lube.” 


Chris smiled. “You"re getting better with the banter, 
Russkie. 


Speaking of which, | had a run-in with a guy who knows you. 
Well, 


knew you. Guy stalked me, then asked a couple hard 
questions.” 


Hard in the best sense of the word. Chris idly toyed with his 
cock, 


which was beginning to show signs of life. God, like being a 
fucking 


teenager again. “He apparently connected me to your 
messy death in 


Paris.” 

“Shit, are you all right?” 
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“Oh yeah, no worries. | was just wondering which side he"s 


batting for, you know. Any kind of memory coming up with 
the name 


Nikita?” 
Andrei paused. “What does he look like?” 


“A bit taller than me. Twenty-odd pounds more. He's built. 
Brick 


shit-house, that type. Fit. He"s a fighter. Hair is buzzed 
Short, light 


brown or dark blond, clean shaven, and eyes that could 
freeze hell over. 


Pale. No color. He"s a scary motherfucker, that one.” 
“Sounds like you"re in love.” 

Chris laughed. 

“Hang on, John just came in.” 


In the break, and while Andrei filled John in, Chris pondered 
the 


comment. In lust? Undeniably. In love? Never really been 
and doubted 


he ever would. Certainly not with another assassin. And 
Nikita had the 


moves to be a good one. He"d been holding back. A lot. 
John came on the line. “Are you sure you"re all right?” 
“Yes, Mother.” 


John let out an exasperated sigh, and Chris smiled, picturing 
the 


expression. It pained him to admit he missed it. 


“| don"t believe you. And | want you to promise to let this 
go. He 


thinks Andrei"s dead, then that's it. The end. You need to 
tell HQ, of 


course, but let them handle any follow-up. You stay away 
from him.” 


“Do you really need to bust my balls all this way across the 
Atlantic?” 


“I know how impulsive you are, and we don"t need to 
jeopardize 


what we've already accomplished.” 


Chris sipped his drink. “I"d never do that.” And he meant it. 
He 


shared a deep bond with John and Andrei, the closest thing 
to love he"d 


ever really had, but it was clear, on his end at least, that 
John and 


Andrei had a little something extra between them. “The 
time difference 


is kicking my ass. I"Il touch base with you guys soon.” 
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“Chris—” 
“Love you too, Mom, bye-bye.” 


He put down the handset and looked around the house. 
Enormous 


box for just one guy. This had enough space for a family. 
Maybe that 


was when Andrei had thought he"d have kids and marry and 
whatnot. 


Chris stood and gazed outside into the garden. Nikita 
certainly 


wasn"t watching from there. But he could. 


From a security viewpoint, it took nothing to take this place. 
He 


should upgrade it, but then the plan was to keep it in trust 
until the 


house prices came back and then sell it and buy something 
in 

Montreaux. Officially, Chris was only acting with power of 
attorney 


and was only here to pack some stuff Andrei wanted so they 
could set 


him up with all creature comforts—memories, tailored suits, 
the lot—in 


his new habitat. 


It was pretty empty, though, and Chris headed upstairs into 
the 


master bedroom. Andrei hadn"t even owned porn, but 
Chris"s memory 


was fresh enough to conjure up that other Russkie. This 
time, he turned 


the tables in his head, tied him up and fucked him rather 
than getting 


fucked. 


Chris looked at his watch. It was heading into one a.m., but 
the 


club was still kicking and would be until the early morning 
hours 


before closing for three hours to reopen at noon. 


To go back or not to go back, that was the question. And one 
that 


was already decided, judging by the way his feet carried 
him to the 


armoire to grab fresh clothes. Black jeans and T-shirt to go 
with the 


leather blazer. Good choice. 


While his clothing selection was a wise one, getting Chris a 
lot of 


second and third looks, he decided that giving in to that 
damn 


impulsive streak wasn"t such a hot idea after all. 


Shit. He wasn"t a horny schoolboy, and he was more 
experienced 


than to let infatuation want to trail after Nikita 
Whatshisname like some 


fucking puppy wanting his belly scratched. 

Chris curtailed his rounds of the club and headed back out. 
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“Looking for someone?” 


The deep voice, the mocking tone that came from the 
darkness, 


made Chris"s dick swell. 
“Hey, Nicky, how's it hanging?” 


“Not hanging at all.” The Russian appeared from the 
shadows, 


walking a little stiffly, no doubt because of the way his back 
had 


connected to the wooden pillar in the house. “We have to 
talk.” 


“Not interested.” 


Nikita arched an eyebrow. “You seemed ,,interested" 
enough.” 


“I don't want to talk. | got nothing to say, and | don"t care 
what 


you have to say.” He saw Nikita frown thoughtfully. “I"m 
here to fuck 


you. Maybe I"Il even let you tie me up again. That makes 
you hard, 


doesn't it?” 


The way those cold eyes flashed, he'd hit the nail on the 
head. 


“But it hurt your manly pride to resort to torn sheets, didn"t 
it? 


You like nice leather straps or chains. Yeah, you"re a whips 
and chains 


kind of guy, aren"t you?” 


Chris anticipated his move and responded, shoving Nikita 
face 


down onto the hood of the BMW. He moved in close, 
prodded the 


Russian"s ass with his groin. He leaned over, pressing down 
on Nikita"s 


back. “Let me guess, you like watching skinny young guys 
bound and 


gagged. Maybe a big fake dick up their ass, a real one 
shoved down 


their throat.” 


He flicked his tongue on the side of Nikita"s neck. 
“Newsflash, 


my former Soviet friend. I"m not the leash-wearing kind.” He 
held him 


securely down with his arm twisted behind his back, putting 
in more 


pressure than necessary, but he figured too little would 
allow the 


Russian to free himself, and he wouldn"t give a fuck what 
that cost him. 


The way Nikita breathed, he was pretty sure the bastard 
was rock 


hard. The fact that Chris was rock hard, too, didn"t help with 
the 


realization. Goddamn it, he took them as they came, and 
meeting this 
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dominance freak just meant he"d broaden his horizons. “Is 
that why 


you"re after Voronin? You wanted to fuck him, tied up.” 
That low, angry snarl told him he'd hit bull"s-eye again. The 
Russian was easy to read once he lost his calm. 


“I hate to break it to you, my man,” Chris whispered, letting 
his 


breath skim over the Russian"s ear. “But he wasn"t that 
great in the 


sack. Not like me, anyway.” 


A growl, a goddamned animal growl rumbled in the 
Russian"s 


chest, and before Chris could counter, Nikita broke the hold, 
spun, 


heaved him over the roof of the car. 


Chris crashed into the bank of shrubs bordering the parking 
area. 


His face stung from the scratches on his cheeks, and he had 
to shield 


his eyes when getting to his feet. He"d just stood when the 
Russian 


reached in and hauled him out, shoved him onto the car 
hood. 


l Keys ; ” 


“Fuck off.” 


Nikita shoved his hand into Chris"s pocket, his posture 
stiffening 


as he pulled it out, brushing dick along the way. But he had 
the keys 


and damn near ripped Chris"s pocket on the way out. “Get 
in the car.” 


The Russian just opened the door and didn"t seem to care 
one 


whit if Chris got in on the other side. 


He did. He wanted that motherfucker too badly, and he 
definitely 


wouldn"t let him go joyride with the rented BMW. His 
GORGON 


Supervisor would have kittens if he let his car be stolen from 
him. 


Nikita drove them into the center of London—The City, then 


SoHo. He seemed to know the gay areas well enough, Chris 
thought, 


watching the man focus on the traffic. They dropped the car 
off ata 


parking place near Leicester Square; then the Russian 
strode off 


through the milling tourists and cinema crowd toward SoHo. 


Old Compton Street, here we go, Chris thought. Almost 
home. 


Sex shops, “cinemas,” cafés with rainbow flags. The Russian 
stopped 


near a nondescript entrance, the door opened, they were 
both 
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scrutinized and waved in. Steps led underground, red light 
poured up, a 


disco beat thumped. Inside, the leather crowd, mixed 
gender, or the 


women were drag queens. Very hard to say in this kind of 
light. 


Well, except for that dominatrix in the corner. Those were 
Grade 


A, genuine, non-silicone-enhanced tits on her. As if sensing 
the 


attention, she glanced up. And for a minute Chris almost 
wanted to 


trade places with her boy toy, who was on his knees kissing 
the toes of 


her boots. 


“This way,” Nikita barked. 


Chris thought it over and then followed. They wove through 
the 


dancing crowd and to the back toward another door. This 
one led toa 


narrow, dim corridor, then down a curving iron staircase to 
the dungeon. 


One thing about the Europeans: they knew dungeons, and 
this one 


did a hell of a lot more to add atmosphere to kinky tastes 
than any he"d 


ever come across in passing. 


Genuine stone walls, hard flagstone floor, iron hooks set in 
the 


walls to accommodate stainless and heavy wrought iron 
chains. He 


wouldn"t be at all surprised if that couple of wooden stocks 
hadn"t held 


some 18th century prisoners at one time. And that big-ass 
X-frame 


cross, that bad boy had some history behind it as well. 


Chris followed Nikita to a set of leather armchairs along the 
east 


wall. And damn if the Russkie didn"t look like the lord of the 
fucking 


manor, like he was a regular fixture. He could easily imagine 
Nikita 


clad head to toe in shining black leather. Hell, even big biker 
shit- 


kicker boots or chrome and spikes wouldn"t make this guy 
look like a 


Judas Priest wannabe. Here was a guy that exuded that kind 
of 


dominance wearing a dark suit and tie. 
He found he wanted to see what Nikita looked like under the 


clothes—all he"d seen so far was his dick, and that had 
been pretty 


impressive. Though he was still sore from the rough fucking. 
And 


wanted more of it. 


Nikita sat down, legs open, yet another bit of body language 
that 


said he was the biggest swinging dick in the room, but 
looking at his 


package, Chris didn"t think there was anything strictly 
“swinging” here. 
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Interesting. Seemed he had a similar effect on this guy as 
he'd had on 


Chris. 


Chris scanned the room. There weren"t many people in 
here: a 


red-haired dominatrix having her feet massaged by a naked 
guy and girl, 


a couple unaccompanied submissive babes, and one guy 
kneeling ona 


Flokati rug in the corner to the left of the door. And a short, 
bearish guy 


sprawled on another rug off to the right. He had three, count 
"em, three 


babes at his disposal, one running her fingers through his 
thinning salt 


and pepper hair, another feeding him grapes like he was a 
fucking 


Caesar. A third simply knelt by herself at the edge of the rug 
as if she 


were a naughty girl given a time-out. 
The air in the room was humid despite the natural coolness 


emanating from the stone walls when they'd entered. A soft 
sweetness 


of citrusy incense lingered, as did the scent of fat candles 
burning in 


sconces set high on the walls. There was also the 
unmistakable musk of 


sex around them. 


Chris glanced at Nikita. Interesting. He seemed to be paying 
some 


attention to the bear and his harem. More interesting. The 
bear met 


Nikita"s stare, but only fora moment. Well, that was 
understandable. 


Nikita"s cold eyes could make a mere mortal shit bricks. 


“So, this is your idea of a big night on the town? Hate to say 
it, 


but it"s lacking, my friend. Seriously lacking.” 

The Russian turned, and Chris wondered what was going on 
inside that head of his. “I bore you?” 

Chris shrugged. “Not sure I"d go that far... yet.” He stood. 


“Maybe I"Il hit the main room and get my groove on to the 
music.” 


Nikita clamped his hand around Chris"s wrist with enough 
force 


on the pressure points to make it hurt like a bitch. 


“Sit. ” 


Chris gave him a long look but remained standing. “Do we 
really 


want to make a public scene and bust this place up? That's 
going to 


happen if you don"t get your hand off me.” 
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Nikita did not loosen his grip. “I don"t want you to miss the 
entertainment.” 

“And that would be what, exactly?” 


Nikita let him go, a thoroughly wicked grin curving his 
mouth. 


“You"ll see.” He gestured to the chair. “Please.” 


What the hell. Chris sat and watched Nikita pull out his cell. 
He 


spoke softly yet commandingly in Russian, and momentarily 
a waifish 


blonde padded in and knelt at Nikita"s feet, her head bowed 
to the cold 


floor. 


“Sit up.” 


The woman did, her large hazel eyes filled with an odd 


combination of desire and trepidation. Her breathing was 
quick, her 


perky little tits bobbing beneath the silky black robe she 
wore. She 


knelt with knees parted. The robe skimmed her thighs, and 
Chris caught 


the glint of a silvery piercing peeking from the folds of her 
shaved 


pussy. 


Chris slid his gaze up, not in the mood for anything straight. 
He 


noticed she wore a collar, metal, titanium was his guess. 
Symbols were 


etched upon it. Not symbols, Russian letters. 
“Don"t tell me, let me guess. She's your pet?” 


Nikita smirked and reached out to stroke the woman"s 
cheek. 


“Jealous?” 


“Consumed with unspeakable envy. Note the striking shade 
of 


green I"m turning.” Chris raised his right hand, flipped Nikita 
the finger. 


“I"ve killed men for being less annoying.” 


“I"m so scared. Eeek.” 


Nikita"s smirk grew wider, the look in his eyes more 
dangerous. 


And Chris felt his dick swell and ache like never before. 


“Remove the robe.” 
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Turning his attention back to the woman, Chris shifted in the 


chair to better accommodate his aching balls. The blonde 
dutifully 


undid the robe"s sash and let it fall to the floor. 
Jesus fucking Christ. She had a series of small, precise scars, 


straight lines across the tops of her shoulders, reddish 
splotches like 


splash burns from cooking oil on the tops of her breasts. 
Chris looked over. Nikita was watching him as if he"d been 
reading his mind. 


“Not my doing,” he said. “Too amateurish.” He sniffed and 
casta 


glance at the bearish guy across the way before looking to 
the blonde. 


“Turn around, kitten. Show off my handiwork.” 
Holy shit on a stick. 


The woman's lower back looked like a goddamned Faberge 
egg. 


Thin white scar lines defined a large diamond pattern, and 
other, 


thinner lines crisscrossed inside the border to create smaller 
diamonds. 


Newer, healing cuts within each of the higher-placed 
diamonds looked 


like tiny leaves along vines. The vine created an oval, and 
placed in the 


center of the top one was a tiny gold ring. 

“I have a gift for you, kitten.” Nikita said softly. 

The woman gasped. “Thank you, master.” 

Chris watched as Nikita reached into his breast pocket and 


withdrew a velvet pouch. He opened it, shook out a pearl 
attached toa 


finding with an opened ring. He showed it to the blonde. 
Her voice caught as she spoke. “It"s beautiful.” 


“AS are you, when you give yourself to me.” 


Chris swallowed, his attention glued to the way Nikita"s 
large 


fingers attached the pearl to the tiny ring piercing the girl"s 
back. His 


cock ached when he saw Nikita nuzzle the woman's hair, 
cup and 


fondle her breast, let his hand skim down her belly to swipe 
between 


her pussy lips. 
Nikita sat up, lifted his slick fingers to his mouth, and licked 


away the woman's juice. He stroked the top of her head; 
she leaned 
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into his touch, and Chris swore she purred. “That will be all 
tonight, 


kitten. | have other business to tend to.” 


“Yes, master.” She stood gracefully, sliding up her garment 
in the 


same fluid motion, and Chris thought for a moment he 
wouldn"t mind a 


mixed-gender threesome with her and Nikita. Seeing the big 
man fuck 


her would be a serious thrill. Beauty and the Beast, 
something like that, 


if there was an XXxX-rated version. 


He noticed Nikita studying his profile and gave hima 
sideways 


glance, pretending he was looking at the bear and his 
harem, while in 


his mind, he imagined her lips around Nikita"s cock. Jesus. 
What a way 


to jerk him back toward the straight end of bisexual. He"d 
always 


prided himself on being pretty much open for anything, but 
hardcore 


S/M wasn'"t part of his portfolio. Fuzzy handcuffs and 
blindfolds 


happened to other people, not him. Let alone cutting or 
burning or 


kneeling, naked, in public, in front of a master or mistress. 
What the 


fuck. He hadn"t even watched that kind of porn, and his 
collection 


wasn'"t half bad. 


“Let me guess, no missus at home, then?” he asked, and 
looked at 


Nikita. 


The Russian made an amused sound. “No, I"m not married. 
Would you care?” 

“No.” 

“Then why are you asking?” Nikita stood. The chair gave a 
relieved groan. 

Chris stood too. “Just curious.” 

“Profiling me for a hit.” Nikita arched an eyebrow. “No doubt 
you knew a lot about Voronin.” 

“I knew enough.” And why was the big man coming back to 


Andrei? It bordered on obsession. “What are you going to do 
about it?” 


Nikita shrugged. “I"m considering the options.” 
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WITH that he strode to the exit, noting the time it took for 
the 


American to follow. But follow he did. Nikita smiled to 
himself but did 


not turn back. He led the way back upstairs and out of the 
club. Once 


outside he fished the keys from his pocket and tossed them 
over his 


shoulder, smiling again at the clinking sound that signaled 
the mid-air 


catch. He appreciated quick reflexes. 


Chris passed him, turned and walked backward. “It"s been a 
real 


fun evening. Toodles.” He offered an effeminate finger wave 
and 


turned to face forward. He tossed his keys up and caught 
them, 


quickened his pace and began whistling a sprightly tune. 
“Was the money so important?” 


Chris froze, the key in the door lock yet unturned. He looked 
up. 


“Money is always important. | thought your side was all 
about 


Capitalism these days.” 
“Financial gain overrides loyalty for you lot. It always has.” 


Chris shook his head. “You"re a fine one to talk loyalty. 
Voronin 


was one of you, yet you guys wanted him dead anyway. | 
finished what 


you couldn't. | deserved the cash.” 


Nikita didn"t correct the wrong assumption in that 
statement. 


“You were hired to protect him. That is the difference.” 


Chris stared at him, and Nikita could feel every steel edge in 
the 


American. He had many of those, as flippant and laidback as 
he 


appeared. All that was an act. Chris Gibson was one 
hundred fifty 


percent predator. A loose gun, somebody who changed 
sides at the drop 


of a hat. It wouldn"t have taken five million dollars to pay 
him. He"d 


have done it for less, but Nikita assumed that Zaitsev had 
been 


impatient and unwilling to negotiate. 
“Who hired you?” Nikita asked. “He didn"t have that kind of 
contacts.” 


“Maybe I met him in the hospital while he got sorted out? 
Might 


have hurt myself working out. We had a chat.” 


Possibly. Although the very fact that Gibson was so 
forthcoming 


with the information made it seem unlikely. Gibson, like 
most, would 
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only admit to things like that after his kneecaps had 
exploded under the 


measured application of a baseball bat. 


Then again, he just might be the type to take his truths to 
the 


grave. A rare quality, and one not often seen, never seen in 
a typical 


Westerner, and yet.... 


Nikita moved forward until his leg brushed the bumper of 
the car. 


He could shoot his arm out and deliver a fatal blow. He 
probably 


should, but Chris Gibson was too prize a catch to dispose of 
so quickly. 


“Zaitsev,” he said quietly, the name almost a hiss under his 
breath. 


“Zaitsev hired you.” 


Chris shrugged. “Didn"t quite catch his name in 
conversation, and 


| don"t take personal checks so I"m not a hundred percent 
on who 


wanted Voronin dead.” He paused, his stance set, braced for 
conflict, 


his gaze steady, unreadable. “One shot was all it took. He 
was gone like 


that.” He emphasized the last word with a quick finger snap. 
“One of 


the best hits | ever made.” 


Nikita clenched his fists. His jaw ached from the strain of 
gritting 


his teeth. 


Gibson turned the key in the car door lock. “Here"s a 
question for 


you—why do you have such a hard-on over this? You know 
how this 


business is, don"t bullshit me that you don"t. What was 
Voronin to you?” 


He partially opened the door, kept one hand poised on the 
roof, the 


other on the top of the opened door. “Maybe the question 
should be— 


what wasn't he to you?” 


Nikita kept his face in a studied mask when all he wanted 
was to 


grab that baseball bat and break every bone in Chris's body. 
Hit the 


joints first, shatter his knees and elbows, shoulders, then 
continue with 


the large bones. Shins, arms, collarbones. He wanted to 
break every 


bone into such small pieces that they"d bury Chris Gibson in 
a bottle 


rather than a box. 
“You wanted to fuck his ass, right? You looked at his lips and 


wondered what they"d look like around your thick cock.” It 
was a 


statement more than teasing. “But you didn"t, and now you 
can"t. And 


that's driving you a little batty.” 
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Chris gave him a long look and then sat down in the car, 
pulled 


the door shut with a soft sound. He didn"t start the engine 
immediately, 


as if to wait for Nikita"s reaction, but Nikita was just 
breathing, trying 


hard to get himself back under control. He stepped away 
when Gibson 


finally started the car and backed out of the parking space. 


CHAPTER 3 
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Chapter 3 


CHRIS couldn't sleep, so he wandered around Andrei"s 
house. He"d 


just given it a cursory tour when he'd arrived a couple days 
ago, 


checking it from a security angle (nowhere near as safe as 
Andrei"s 


lodge in Monte Carlo, and that was the place where he"d 
been shot). 


He did like the large marble Jacuzzi in the winter garden, the 


kidney-shaped, illuminated, heated pool in the garden that, 
right now, 


cast a soothing blue light into the representative living room 
furnished 


extensively with expensive silken Persian carpets and 
antique wooden 


furniture. 


There was a log cabin in the garden that had been 
converted toa 


gym and a sauna. Russians and their saunas. He could 
imagine Andrei 


there, covered in sweat, buck naked, thinking about 
whatever lawyers 


thought about while sweat beaded and rolled off him. He 
could imagine 


Nikita like that, too, come to think of it, only he had no idea 
what the 


man looked like when he actually relaxed. Being that tense 
as an 


assassin had to be a bitch. Tension was harder to maintain 
than 


relaxation. 


Every martial artist worth his salt was completely relaxed 
before 


a fight. Locking up joints and tiring muscles with tension 
only made for 


a terrible performance. And the guy clearly had anger 
management 


issues. Bad childhood? Chris chuckled to himself. Imagining 
Nikita as 


a kid was nearly impossible. And very unsexy. No, in his 
mind, Bruiser 


Boy had always looked like that. 


And why was he thinking of him still? 
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Sounds like you're in love. 
Chris snorted. Yeah, right. Just because he got hard when he 


thought of Nikita didn"t make it love—or he'd nearly 
achieved the 


Christian ideal of loving just about everybody as long as 
they were 


attractive. 


However, the little show at the club had piqued his interest. 
He 


wanted to find that woman and ask her about Nikita. A “pet” 
had to 


know something about her master, right? 
He pushed the thought back. Deranged. He wouldn"t go off 


stalking this guy. He"d just ask for more pain. Maybe the 
bear? He had 


some professional rivalry going on with Nikita, hadn"t he? 
Well. As 


professional as that dominance gig was. No doubt Nikita 
wasn't just 


that. That was just how he rolled sexually. Fuck. This didn"t 
actually 


get him anywhere. He was pretty sure he could find that 
club again, if 


that was a regular hangout... fuck. 


Chris groaned to himself. Three-thirty in the morning, dawn 
justa 


couple hours away, and he couldn"t turn anywhere without 
thinking of 


Nikita. He should be missing his partners, and he did, but 
his body was 


obsessing over Nikita. What the hell was he, anyway? 


They'd never pieced together the entire puzzle. Andrei had 
helped 


Zaitsev with his tax evasion scheme, hidden the money 
from Russian 


authorities, who weren"t exactly pleased about it. Then 
somebody had 


attempted to kill Andrei. That faction was a complete 
mystery. 


GORGON had identified the bodies—hired muscle, no hint as 
to who 


had sent them. They could have been Zaitsev"s men, or 
hired by any of 


Zaitsev"s business rivals who'd tried to disrupt Zaitsev"s 
operations. 


Killing the lawyer who ran the offshore companies and bank 
accounts 


was a pain in the ass, no doubt, and it sent a message. 


When the hit hadn"t worked, Zaitsev had tried to finish it, 
but 


Chris didn"t think he was behind the original attempt. What, 
then, had 


changed in the meantime that Zaitsev had wanted his own 
lawyer dead? 


Maybe he"d thought that Andrei would sell him out. Or had 
already 


sold him? To whom? 
Maybe a third party? 
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Zaitsev had no clue that Andrei hadn't been saved by his 
enemies. 


Zaitsev didn"t know he was now with GORGON, so he might 
have 


assumed that Chris now worked for a third party—one of his 
rivals. Or 


maybe just about anybody who wouldn"t mind spitting into 
his broth. 


So he tried to have Andrei killed to tie that loose end. 


Then how did Nikita fit into this? Chris didn"t think he 
worked 


for Zaitsev. That talk about loyalty? Didn't fit. If he worked 
for Zaitsev, 


and Zaitsev wanted Andrei dead, then Nikita shouldn"t mind 
the fact 


that Andrei was dead. Well, officially, and for all Nikita knew. 


So the very fact that Nikita had showed up meant that there 
was a 


third party taking a keen interest. And, Chris thought, they"d 
likely sent 


their very best to look into matters. And they assumed he 
knew. Well. 


He"d made it clear that he"d been just a hired gun. He"d 
rather shoot 


himself than sell Andrei to those Russian fuckers. 
Still. He wanted to know how Nikita had tracked him. 


Somewhere in the chain, some bird had sung, and Nikita 
was piecing 


the whole story together. A methodical, inquisitive mind. 
Getting Chris 


to cruise him, then taking him to a private place to continue 
the 


questioning. The fact that Nikita persisted told him he 
wasn't satisfied. 


Not with the answers, and not with just one fuck. 


John was right. He should report the whole episode to 
GORGON 


headquarters, pack up Andrei"s shit here, and get the hell 
out of Dodge, 


Hackney, and the wider London/Kent area. 


He finished his vodka—lukewarm by now, while Chris 
preferred 


it ice cold, like Andrei drank it. He grimaced against the oily 
burn and 


dropped the glass off in the kitchen. All brushed designer 
steel, stylish 


kitchen island, the kind of kitchen that cost almost as much 
as the silver 


Jag in the double-sized garage. 


He'd bet a year's salary that Andrei had actually never 
cooked in 


here, despite the fact this thing had a special sliding drawer 
to keep 


fresh herbs in. Like Andrei had handed over a bag of cash to 
an interior 


designer and told him “Do whatever you"d put in yourself. | 
don"t give 


a fuck.” And that was exactly what had happened. 
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Chris fished a bottle of water from the bottom rack in the 


enormous American-sized fridge and padded upstairs to the 
bedroom, 


where he slid under the duvet and dimmed the light to off. 


Lost in a semi-sleep state, he became aware of a body but 
didn't 

think much of it. Might just have been John or Andrei 
heading off to 


the bathroom. He dug his face into the pillow and then felt 
something 


heavy between his legs, fingers between his cheeks, warm 
and strong, 


slippery. 


Chris grinned into the pillows. He curved his spine a little, 
spread 


his legs, offering. He was languid, passive as he came more 
awake, but 


he enjoyed where this was going. Andrei sometimes did that 
when he 


got horny at night. They invariably woke John up when they 
fucked 


like that. A body lowered down on him, something pressed 
hot against 


his ass. Cock. Chris gave a small moan when the head slid 
in, 


breaching him, slowly, tenderly. John? John was more 
controlled than 


Andrei. 


He opened further, wanted more and all of it. The body on 
top 


supported himself near his head but brushed him full-length, 
no doubt 


making an obscene picture in the mirror on the wall. That 
was the 


kinkiest thing in this house—a mirror that allowed Andrei to 
watch 


himself fuck. Chris turned his head but found his view 
blocked by the 


pillow, and it wasn't really all that important because that 
big cock slid 


deeper into him, hitting his prostate now, and Chris felt 
himself tighten 


up a little at that pleasant shock. God, yeah. Best way in the 
world to 


wake up. Second best, maybe, but it was a close race with a 
blowjob 


from both John and Andrei. 
Wait. 
John and Andrei weren't here. 


Rational thought became harder with each slow thrust of 
the thick 


cock in his ass. 
So nice.... 


Not John or Andrei. No one else knew he was here. Almost 
no 


one else. 
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Oh. That in-stroke was harder, hit the sweet spot and sent a 
shock 


through him. 


His own dick rubbed the soft Egyptian cotton sheets with 
each 


movement. 
Use the big head now, Skippy. 


He moved his arm, fingers beneath the edge of the down- 
filled 


pillow. “Care to guess the odds of my having a gun handy?” 


The expected snort of contempt suggested who the intruder 
was. 


The accented voice confirmed it. 
“Doesn't matter.” 


Nikita pulled his cock out, straddled Chris"s lower back, his 
balls 


hot and heavy on Chris's flesh. 
Chris caught a glimpse of the short military knife an instant 


before the serrated top edge pressed against the skin over 
his inner 


elbow. 


“So many important things in this area, ligaments, tendons, 


muscles, of course. Severing any one of them is an 
inconvenience; 


severing them all renders you obsolete.” 


The Russian turned, the blade nicked his skin. “You won't 
make 


me cripple you, will you?” 


“Let"s not be hasty. You can put the knife away and fuck me 
first, 


then I"I] decide.” 

“The knife stays in my hand, but I"Il fuck you anyway.” 

“I suppose that could work.” 

Nikita laughed—a low, arrogant, thoroughly evil laugh—and 
Chris felt his cock leak in anticipation. 


He had no fear Nikita would kill him, not yet. He wanted 
more 


answers on Andrei. Did his gut tell him his crush was still 
alive? If so, 


Chris would convince him otherwise. His thoughts skidded to 
a halt 


when Nikita leaned down, lips skimming his shoulder, 
tongue snaking 


out to swirl in a lazy circle over his shoulder blade, then 
back up. 
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“Fuck!” Chris cried when Nikita bit. 


Nikita laughed that wicked laugh and shifted to kneel beside 
him. 


“On your back.” 


Chris turned over, his attention going to the knife. He 
wouldn"t 


put it past the fucker to castrate him over some transferred 
disgust of 


his own latent urges. To his surprise, Nikita placed the knife 
in its 


leather sheath, though he still held it in his hand. 


“The woman cried the first time | pricked her, but she grew 
to 


like it. She came to beg for it.” 
“Women are fickle that way. | Know this shit. I"m bi.” 


“You shield yourself with that sharp tongue, but the 
uncertainty is 


nonetheless there.” Nikita placed the tip of the sheathed 
blade at the 


base of Chris"s throat. He drew the knife slowly down from 
throat to 


the base of Chris"s cock, ran the tip of the sheath in a semi- 
circle. 


“That a threat? You planning to slice it off?” 
“Perhaps.” 


Chris closed his eyes, ran through his options for attack, 
balanced 


them against likely injury. 


At least he did until Nikita slid the knife down and under, 
turned 


it so the side of the blade was facing up, and lifted Chris"s 
softening 


cock. 
“How close were you to him?” 


“I"m still close to him.” Chris patted his dick. “Mr. Johnson 
and | 


go way back. Please don"t tear us apart.” 
A flick of the wrist was all it took for Nikita to unsheathe the 
blade and hold it to Chris"s throat. 


“Stop your games.” 


“If you mean Voronin, we were friendly. You ever been a 
bodyguard? You know how it is.” 

“Yes.” 

Aleksandr Voinov & Barbara Sheridan 

36 


He drew the word into a hiss, lifted the knife and nicked 
Chris"s 


chin while his free hand stroked over Chris"s cock, bringing 
it back to 


life. “You"ll ride me like a whore.” 
“You really know how to seduce a guy.” 


Nikita squeezed his balls. Chris gritted his teeth against the 
pain 


but refused to cry out. “You want to. | want you to.” He 
punctuated the 


words with quick touches of the knife tip along Chris"s 
abdomen, 


leaving pinpricks along the way. 


Chris looked down, watching the beads of blood form over 
each 


tiny cut. His balls tightened, his cock throbbed. God help 
him, he was 


liking the burning kiss of that steel on his skin. 


Nikita lay on his back, felt around for the lube he"d dropped 
on 


the bed, and coated his stiff dick. “Get on.” 


Chris knew he should make his move, go into attack mode, 
but 


fuck it all to hell, he wanted to ride that thick pole. He 
straddled the 


Russian"s hips, reached under himself to guide Nikita"s cock 
into 


position and then slid down, working his inner muscles 
along the way. 


Nikita exhaled a long, hissing breath, and Chris knew he 
could 


make him come quickly if he chose, but he didn"t. He rode 
Nikita long 


and slow, rising up and going down deep, moving his hips 
from side to 


side, tensing his muscles on each slow upstroke until Nikita 
grabbed his 


thighs and thrust up into each of his downward movements. 


Surprising him, Nikita sat up, grabbed the back of Chris"s 
neck, 


and pulled him into a fierce kiss, lips mashing, teeth jarring 
together, 


tongues fighting for control. 


Nikita held him tight as he came, and Chris savored the 
pulsing of 


that thick cock and the rush of cum inside him. 
“So good,” Nikita groaned into Chris's ear. “Lie down.” 


Chris did, his body tight with anticipation, aching to come in 
turn. 


“Oh fuck,” he groaned when the Russian"s mouth closed 
over his cock. 


Nikita began to use his hand, jerking more than sucking, but 
that was 


all right by Chris. The effect was the same, a dizzying high 
that 


consumed him as he spiraled out of control to the bursting 
point. 
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Nikita pumped him hard and fast, and Chris gripped the 
sweaty 


sheets as the pressure built. He was aware of pain as the 
climax hit, but 


fuck if he cared. It was over before he was, and the 
Russian"s tongue 


swabbed the wound. 


“Did you cut me?” Chris asked as he struggled to catch his 
breath. 


“Do you object?” 
Mt No.” 


NIKITA got off the bed, physically and mentally sated. He 
was amazed 


that the anger toward Gibson didn"t become more violent, 
and the force 


of his orgasms with the American was the second surprise. 


If he"d pegged him right, Gibson was a sub, reluctant, 
certainly, 


but the kind he enjoyed breaking in. He stepped back and 
began to 


dress again, seeing Gibson get on his elbows to study him. 
“You do love the gym.” Chris whistled. “Like | imagined.” 
“Did you sleep with Voronin?” 


“Is that what it"s about? You want to fuck the man who 
fucked 


him?” 
Nikita paused, hands on his belt. “Did you?” 


“Yeah, | did.” Chris"s smile was slow and malicious. “I was 
his 


first.” 
And then he'd killed him. Nikita paused and breathed. Chris 


Gibson was a hell of a lot more ruthless than him, killing a 
man he'd 


fucked. “What was he like?” 
“As a lover? A little inexperienced but a quick learner. | don"t 


quite know if he"d appreciate your style, though. You play 
rough.” 


“What was he like out of bed?” 
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The American's look was questioning. “Can"t tell you much 
that 


you may not already know. He had some memory problems, 
don"t 


know how that affected his behavior. He was pleasant 
enough.” 


“And you killed him.” 


Chris shrugged. “It was business. Business trumps all. You 
know 


how it is.” He winced and looked down at his inner thigh. 
“This gets 


infected, I"ll kill your ass.” He got off the bed and went into 
the 


adjacent bathroom. 
The shower went on, and Nikita looked toward the partially 


opened door. He was temped, but as Gibson said, business 
came first. 


Nikita clipped the knife sheath to the back of his belt and 
studied the 


blood droplets on the duvet. 


He slipped out as silently as he"d come, wondering what 
Gibson 


would say if he knew what had been put upon him. 
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Chapter 4 


THE fucking house offered no protection whatsoever. Chris 
found the 


window that Nikita had opened from the outside. He'd just 
climbed up 


on the garage, stretched to jimmy the cheap-ass sash lock, 
and entered 


one of the unused bedrooms. As easy as picking up bagels 
for breakfast. 


Never mind he didn"t stay for breakfast. And that’s really 
what 


pissed you Off, isn’t it, Skippy? You were just a fuck and go. 
Not so fun 


being on the receiving end. 


The cuts on his inner thigh taped up (fucking weirdo), Chris 
went 


for a run and a bout of exercise. Fuck that Russian, fuck his 
crazy 


stalker behavior, fuck him for just fucking him. 


But the night hadn"t been a total loss. Chris reckoned he'd 
been 


convincing enough. Maybe Nikita was now satisfied. Now 
that his 


obsession with Andrei was fed, he had to lose interest. The 
Russian had 


his answers, and Chris thought he"d played his role 
perfectly. If not for 


John and that strange bond between all three of them, it 
might just as 


easily have become reality. He would have killed Andrei, sex 
or not. 


Following the workout Chris filled boxes with Andrei's stuff 
all 


day, only left for a couple hours to have an extended 
breakfast and 


lunch and went for another long walk. The wound didn"t 
need stitches, 


as long as everything was taped up nice and secure. 

It didn't help that every step reminded him of Nikita. Fuck, 
maybe he didn"t mind being stalked by the Russian psycho. 
For a man who'd just discovered he swung toward guys, the 


Russian sure took the bull by the horns, and Chris had to 
admit he 


Aleksandr Voinov & Barbara Sheridan 
40 


loved that recklessness. While he was good at it, turning 
“straight” guys 


was usually a lot more work than they were worth. Nikita 
seemingly 


embraced it. And damn if he wasn"t good at fucking. The 
blowing 


needed work, and Chris had to wonder how it would be to 
help him 


refine his technique. 

Shit. 

When his phone rang, he knew who it was even before he 
checked the caller ID. 

“Hello, John.” 

“How's it going?” 

“Swimmingly. The shit"s all packed up and ready to go. | can 
have it back in Switzerland day after tomorrow.” 

“Why not tomorrow?” 


Chris frowned before replying. “I"m entitled to a little R&R, 
am | 


not?” 
“You"d better not go looking for that man.” 
“| won't.” 


John lapsed into a terse silence, but soon Andrei"s voice 
echoed 


in the distance, calling him away. “All right, then. We'll be 
done here 


the end of the week if not sooner. See you then.” 


“Yep.” 
“Remember, don"t look for trouble.” 

“I won"t, Mommy Dearest.” Chris shut the phone off and 
pocketed it. “But | will go looking for Trouble"s friends.” 

A little later, he drove into London, specifically Camden Lock 


Market, a place full of tattoo parlors, head shops, Goth 
shops, 


questionable Hello Kitty stores and boutiques of young, up 
and coming 


London designers. It was easy enough to get some clothes 
there, even 


though the prices were like being skinned alive. He found a 
place in the 


food court that served Thai Green Curry and had some with 
white rice. 


Then he settled with a poor excuse for a coffee to think for a 
while. 
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Still restless and eager to be done with the day, he headed 
back to 


the City of London and the impressive modern cube that 
was the 


London office of Andrei"s law firm, situated on the banks of 
the 


Thames, next to the Millennium Bridge that led to the 
Modern Tate 


Gallery. 
He called from reception, met Andrei"s boss, the local Senior 


Partner, who expressed his heartfelt condolences, 
undoubtedly 


assuming Chris was some kind of close relative or relation, 
however 


unlikely that might be. Chris inquired carefully about any 
irregularities, 


but according to Andrei"s boss, there was nothing that came 
to mind. 


Still, he walked out twenty minutes later with a box full of 
the 


contents of Andrei"s desk. The most promising item was a 
Small laptop, 


almost a netbook in size but way more high powered than 
the cheap 


mini computers. 


The handful of USB sticks he"d found might just be the 
jackpot 


they"d been looking for. Andrei couldn"t remember any 
details about 


his work for Zaitsev, but the stuff was too involved and 
complex to be 


kept in one head, however brilliant. There was a paper and 
data trail, 


and they"d fleeced Andrei"s e-mail accounts, including his 
Google 


Documents and Google mail account. Nothing. He spent the 
next half 


hour finding a post office and packing everything up to be 
sent to 


GORGON HQ. 
Then it was time to party. 


Provided he could find the fucking bondage club. Shit. It 
should 


not take two passes to do it. Old Compton Street wasn"t 
fucking Colfax 


Avenue in Denver that wound along for miles. 
Ah. The third pass along the street was the charm, when he 


caught sight of the set-back building and the unmistakable 
doorman 


poking his head out after letting someone in. 


Chris rapped sharply on the door. “Nikita sent me. | was 
here 


with him before.” 


The guard looked him over, taking in the leather pants, 
sturdy 


boots, and tight T-shirt. He stepped back, granting Chris 
admittance. 
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As it had before, the music pulsed, the driving bass 
bouncing off 


the walls and vibrating his body when he passed near the 
large wall- 


mounted speakers. He headed directly to the dungeon. 
While a couple 


scenes were in progress, neither featured the girl with the 
cut back or 


the bear and his harem. Not even the dominatrix with the 
nice boobs. 


Fuck. 


He trudged back upstairs and cruised the main rooms. He 
might 


just have to give in to one of the looks he was getting and 
drum up a 


little action to pass the time. But not on the receiving end. 
He wasn't 


into that as a rule. 
Only with Nikita, right, Skippy—Hello, nurse. 


Chris followed his visual target as she skirted the edges of 
the 


room, and passed into the lounge, sliding onto a high 
wooden stool at 


the right end of the bar. He took a place near her. She 
glanced up fora 


second. The bartender came over, and he ordered them 
both a drink. 


“Hey. We met the other night. | was with your frie—master.” 
She glanced up, then down, and sipped her drink. 


“He does nice work. | got a bit of it myself. Not as pretty as 
yours, 


and | doubt I"ll get the sparklies to decorate it with.” 


She looked up, keeping eye contact this time since he"d 
identified 


himself as her equal. “He cuts you too?” 
“Just the once. It was hot.” Chris sipped his drink. 


She breathed a long, low sigh that bordered on an orgasmic 
moan. 


His own wound seemed to absorb the sound. It burned. And 
his cock 


hardened. He remembered, barely, that fucking Nikita"s pet 
was just as 


deranged as Nikita fucking him to interrogate him about 
Andrei. In 


Nikita"s mind, Chris was probably the only thing that 
connected him 


still to Andrei. 

“So you've just started with him?” she asked. 

“Yeah.” That was a fair assessment. “I"m new to, um, the 
lifestyle.” 

“Don't worry, he'll take care of you,” she assured him, very 


nearly patting his hand. “He's the best.” 
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“He's pretty hardcore,” Chris muttered. 


She played with the collar she wore even now. “He won't 
abuse 


you. |....” She looked over her shoulder, scanning the crowd 
fora 


moment. “He stepped in when my former master went too 
far. I"d trust 


him with my life.” 


With that knife in his hand, you are, honey, Chris wanted to 
Say, 


but saw that unflinching mix of desire and submission. 
Damn, what did 


it take to put that expression into another human being"s 
eyes? 


He looked down at the ice in his glass, purposefully avoiding 
a 


glance at the mirrored bar back. He wasn't like that. He was 
nobody's 


doormat. “Rangers Lead the Way” had been more than a 
military motto 


to him. It was a way of life. 


Yeah, yeah, Skippy, but it was damn hot to have that 
Russian 


dominating you with that fucking knife of his. 


Thankfully, the girl interrupted. “It can take time to find the 
right 


one who sees your limits and pushes you past them.” She 
smiled and 


ran her fingertip along the rim of her wine glass. “No one 
pushes limits 


better than Master. It"s the Cossack in him.” 
“Cossack? Right.” 


“He is, he"s descended from the best. You should see his 
shashka. 


He said his ancestor nearly beheaded Napoleon himself with 
that 


sword.” She murmured and rocked a little in her seat, her 
hand resting 


lightly on the expanse of upper thigh barely covered by her 
tight red 


Skirt. 


Jesus, she was getting off on just talking about the guy. 
Chris put 


his hand atop hers, let his fingertips stray beneath the skirt 
hem. “Is 


there someplace else we can talk?” 


“|I suppose,” she said cautiously. She tossed back the rest of 
her 


wine. “I suppose he won't mind, not if he"s training you.” 


Chris paid for their drinks and led her outside. The air and 
light 


on the street helped him think a bit more clearly. Maybe he 
should 


really cut his holiday short, but running around in circles in 
his pad in 


Montreaux waiting for the rest of his three-man team 
sounded 
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singularly unappealing. Fuck. He wanted to get somewhere 
with Nikita 


before he left. “Where does he live?” 
“In a flat in Angel.” 


And wasn't that an ironic choice. Angel of Death, more 
likely. 


“Do you have the keys to his flat?” 


She looked at him, seemingly confused by the urgency. 
“That 


wouldn't be right. If Master chooses....” 
“I"m... | want to surprise him. We played at my place... but | 


thought he might enjoy some initiative.” He wanted to know 
the 


fucker"s name. His job, his cover. If he had any chance at all 
to find 


clues as to his identity, it was surely where he lived. 
Everybody left 


traces, even a pro. Hence, it was important to choose a 
good hiding 


hole. The mere fact his “pet” knew where it was was 
unprofessional. 


You"re stark raving mad, dude, he told himself, but maybe it 
all 


made sense in some alternative universe. He didn"t think 
Nikita would 


relent on his own, but at the same time he didn"t want this 
to stop. The 


sex was too damned good. He wanted more, and he wanted 
to geta 


handle on the guy before he walked away. He would walk 
away. He 


still could. 

“I might get punished,” she said, chewing her lower lip. 
“Well, he'll do it very nicely,” Chris said, grinning, feeling a 
tremble of anticipation run through her body. 


ANGEL was actually a pretty nice area with lots of little 
street cafes 


and pubs along the main street. Clearly one of the nicer 
areas of 


London, more relaxed than in the center, possibly because 
fewer 


tourists got here. Not that Chris spared the area more 
attention than he 


had to. Arriving at the address, he saw it was a house. 
Interesting. Chris 


had pegged the Russian as a Sparse yet posh flat or luxury 
condo. 


He parked the car a discreet distance away. He took the 
keys from 


the ignition and began to open the door. Nikita"s pet stayed 
put, staring 


down at her hands clasped tightly on her lap. He reached 
over, placing 
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his hand atop hers. “It will be all right. | promise. If he finds 
out, I"Il 


take full responsibility.” 


She glanced over, her overly made-up eyes full of 
uncertainty. 


Chris smiled, made Sure it was his ladykiller smile. “I"m such 
a 


rude bastard. | haven"t even asked your name.” 


“Katya,” she said quietly. 
“Such a lovely name for a beautiful woman,” he answered, 


rubbing his thumb across the back of her hand. “Don"t 
worry.” 


She nodded and pulled her hands away. “We stay only a few 
minutes.” 
“| promise.” 


Chris got out of the car and rushed around the front to grab 
the 


door for Katya. He let her lead the way to a group of a half 
dozen row 


houses. At least they were row houses in his American mind. 


Instead of entering via the short flight of stairs in front, 
Katya led 


him to the furthest house on the left and through an iron 
gate set into a 


brick wall that enclosed each house"s small patio area. They 
entered the 


house through the kitchen, and Chris"s first thought when 
Katya hit the 


lights was, nice house, cheap-ass furniture. It must be a 
furnished rental. 


If it wasn"t, Nikita had much to learn about being gay. But 
then, Andrei 


had impeccable taste, leaning toward the representative. 
This interior 


decoration train wreck made Chris miss his condo in 
Montreaux. 


On top of a plaster fireplace sat a photo of a long, elegant 
sword 


in a cheap glass frame. At first Nikita thought it was a 
katana, but then 


he realized it was cavalry saber. Nikita"s shashka, he 
assumed. Likely 


he'd left it at home—wherever that was—either anticipating 
problems 


getting a weapon into the UK or not trusting baggage 
handling at 


Heathrow. Still, the memento was awarded a place of honor 
in his 


temporary habitat. 


No doubt Nikita didn"t feel at home here. He'd barely 
settled in. 


There was a weight bench set up in the living room, blocking 
the cheap 


TV, weights rusty like he"d bought them on eBay for a fiver. 
He could 


imagine Nikita"s physique struggling under the weights, 
with 
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predictable results. He was starting to feel a little annoyed 
at how little 


his body obeyed him. 
The next door was the bathroom. Nikita shaved with a single 


straight blade safety razor, which was ironic considering his 
knife kink. 


Chris"s inner thigh itched at the thought. 


He headed upstairs to the bedrooms. There was an unused 
bed in 


one, with a smaller room attached, which, in the scheme of 
things, 


might easily serve as a nursery. A couple closets for clothes, 
which 


held a few suits, all wrapped in plastic from a dry cleaners". 
Bedclothes 


were all black. He shook his head and headed into the 
master bedroom. 


“Close the door behind yourself, will you?” 
Oh fuck. 


Chris turned. Nikita stood there, arms crossed in front of his 
chest, 


showing off his muscular biceps in a tight black T-shirt and 
black jeans, 


legs casually braced. The Russian was a whole "nother 
animal when he 


“dressed down,” and he looked like he"d be right at home in 
a rough 


biker bar or prison yard. 
Chris slid his hands into the pockets of his own pants and 


couldn"t help wondering what Nikita would look like in 
leather. “You 


crashed my place. | thought a payback was in order.” 


Nikita remained silent, like a hulking stone sentinel guarding 
a 


castle keep. 
“Just so you know, Katya didn"t want to bring me here, but | 
insisted. If you have a problem take it up with me not her.” 


Damn but he"d forgotten how warm leather pants could be. 
Of 


course the sight of those brawny arms and taut pecs 
covered in the 


black T wasn't helping his temperature situation. 


Shit. Nothing and no one had ever affected him this way. 
Ever. 


He didn't like it. And worse than that, there was a pile of 
chromed steel 


chains clearly visible under the black-clad bed. The only 
colors in this 


room, honey-colored wooden floor, whitewashed walls, black 


coverings, silvery steel, black Nikita, colorless eyes. He had 
a black 


phone charging on one of the power points. 
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Chris wasn't sure why he"d come here—this place gave 
nothing 


away of Nikita he hadn't known before, and the Russian 
seemed 


forbidding rather than attracted. 


“Too bad you"re not sprawled on the bed so | can fuck you 
this 


time,” Chris ventured. 


The Russian lifted an eyebrow. “You think.” The expression 
in 


his eyes said “make me,” and Chris felt his chest tighten. 
One day, he 


really wanted to fuck Nikita. 
“I know you'd be begging for more.” 


“What's that thing you Americans say? Ah... in your 
dreams.” 


Chris pulled his hands from his pockets, took his car keys 
out as 


well. “We Americans also say, catch you on the flip side, my 
man.” He 


started toward the door. Nikita simply stood there like the 
fucking lord 


of the manor, blocking his exit. Chris paused, adjusting his 
balance in 


the event Nikita tried to attack. 


But he didn"t. He stared with that bloodless (and too damn 
hot) 


stare of his, and then he stepped aside. Not completely 
aside, mind you. 


He left just enough room for Chris to leave and have no 
other choice 


but to brush against him. 
Smug fucker. 


“We'll see who has the last laugh,” Chris muttered as he 
walked 


to his car. 


Being a spy had a lot of perks, and many of them centered 
around 


the real-life better-than-Bond gadgetry, especially when it 
came to 


miniscule A/V equipment like the few dime-sized cameras 
he'd 


managed to plant at Nikita"s. 


Chances were the Russian would find them sooner than 
later, but 


Chris figured no one could blame him for trying. 


CHAPTER 5 
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Chapter 5 


HE HADN'T anticipated how hard it would be to see Nikita 
go through 


his daily routine. Appear in the kitchen in the mornings for a 
bowl of 


cooked rolled oats, to which he added half a fruit basket; 
then he went 


for a run. When he came back, he stripped on the way to 
the shower. 


Dripping in sweat and naked before he closed the door 
behind him, 


Nikita"s body held no clues whatsoever, only that he was 
serious about 


maintaining it. He jerked off in the shower, one hand against 
the tiles, 


powerful neck bent, those soulless eyes closed, just a man 
taking his 


daily pleasure. Chris couldn"t help but do the same, as 
pathetic as it was. 


Then Nikita left the flat, doing whatever. Chris resolved he"d 


follow him the next day and see where he went. He came 
back in the 


evening, as if he held down a nine-to-five job, then lifted 
weights for 


two hours, stretched, sat down with a book, and read. 


But later in the evening, Katya came, and then things got 
really 


interesting. 


Just a week ago, Chris wouldn"t have thought it was hot, 
seeing 


them “play.” But he had gooseflesh all over, watching Nikita 
drip hot 


wax over her body in the bedroom, seeing her squirm. He 
fucked her 


mind before he fucked her body, after hours of play, 
ritualized and 


strangely beautiful, completely restrained. Nikita wouldn"t 
have broken 


a sweat hurting her bad, but he didn"t. And Chris groaned 
when he saw 


Nikita add two more cuts to that pattern on her back, his 
own skin 


tingling up to the roots of his hair. 


Nikita licked the cuts, dabbed on some ointment, and 
covered 


them lightly with gauze. He had her kneel then, on all fours, 
her head 
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facing away from the camera, her cute little ass fully 
exposed. Nikita 


pulled out lube, coated his fingers, and began massaging 
the slick liquid 


along her crack. She squirmed as he penetrated her with his 
thick 


fingers. 
Chris licked his lips, let his hand drop down and pull his dick 


from his sweatpants when Nikita slid his cock in her ass and 
began 


humping away. Chris"s ass throbbed in remembrance of 
being filled, 


taken hard and fast. He jerked himself harder, wanting to 
come when 


Nikita did. 


But he came sooner, along with Katya, who shuddered, 
dropped 


her head to the mattress and shimmied her hips. Nikita 
stopped, 


climbed on the bed, fisting his own cock in front of Katya"s 
face. Chris 


could tell he was close, and he licked his lips again, 
waiting.... 


Nikita looked up, right at him, it seemed, and gave one last 
pull, 


letting his load loose on the bed, on Katya"s face. He got off 
the bed, 


moved forward straight to the tiny camera. 


Shit. A whitish splotch obliterated the view; then the picture 
turned to static. 


Chris gave an exasperated laugh. Shit. Nikita had fucked 
them 


both with his little show. Damn. 


Despite the fact he"d come, Chris felt empty and not 
completely 


sated. He wanted that rough touch, wanted, God help him, 
to take 


Katya'"s place. “Forget it,” Chris admonished himself, and he 
wiped 


himself down with a towel. 


One day remained until his return to Switzerland, and he 
didn"t 

want to go. He didn"t want to risk Nikita losing his trail. Or 
worse, 


losing interest. Whatever that interest was, exactly. John 
would become 


mother hen if Chris told him. And he was the only guy he 
could 


possibly tell. Andrei would think he had gone completely 
loco. 


Chris shook his head and moved the laptop mouse. He"d 
logged 


into GORGONnet and downloaded the images connected to 
the case of 


Andrei Voronin. The red icon indicated the case was 
“claimed” but not 


closed. There were loose ends, namely Zaitsev. 
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He clicked through the gallery of images. Hundreds of 
images of 


Andrei, Zaitsev, and known associates. Bodyguards. Art 
dealers, asset 


managers. A fair amount of them were IDed, but he couldn"t 
find 


Nikita. How did he fit in? Who did he work for? And Nikita 
who? 


Chris poured himself a drink and then began ticking off a list 
of 


his GORGON associates and their specialties who might be 
able to 


shed some light on the dark little puzzle that was his new 
Russian 


friend. A slow smile lifted the corners of his mouth, and he 
Sipped his 


drink with one hand while using the other to maneuver the 
mouse to 


access GORGON'"s in-house e-mail system. 
To: Stefan. Wudarczek@GORGON. net 
From: C.D.Gibson@GORGON. net 

Subject: Name that Communist 

...Or former Commie as the case may be. 


Hey Steve-o riddle me this. I’m looking for intel on a guy 
connected to 


an open case John and I have going. Russian mob shit real 
tough ass 


goes by the name of Nikita. Not quite sure who he works for 
or what 


he’s into beyond breaking kneecaps and playing whips & 
chains with 


hookers. 


Best | can offer you to go on is a camera screencap. 
Anything and 


everything will be appreciated. 
Hearts & Huggles 
C. 


Chris half-closed the laptop and went to make himself 
another 


drink in the kitchen, then a snack. Sex made him ravenous, 
even if it 


had been a largely solitary pleasure. He doubted Nikita was 
on the way 


to Sevenoaks—after that scene and that orgasm, he was 
probably curled 


up in bed. Don’t delude yourself he might even look cute 
when he’s 


relaxed. Because he won't, he chided himself. 
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A toasted baguette, a packet of pastrami, and two boiled 
eggs 


later, he settled back down and opened the laptop to surf 
before 


checking his e-mails. He really should get rid of the 
Facebook account 


clogging up his inbox, but it was a great place to cruise. He 
logged into 


GORGONnet to find Stefan had already responded. He 
double-clicked 


to open the message. It was big, stuffed full with 
attachments. 


To: C.D.Gibson@GORGON.net 


From: Stefan.Wudarczek@GORGON.net 
Subject: Re: Name that Communist 
Hi Chris, 


That’s not a mobster, he doesn’t have the tats or cheap 
track sult. 


Check exhibit A. Doesn’t keep the Russkies from respecting 
him, 


though. He’s connected to human traffickers, usually 
Eastern European 


ladies. So, yeah, he’s into whips and chains and slavery. 
Maybe even 


snuff porn? Got no proof, but a bunch of theories. 


He was arrested in Berlin eighteen months ago when the 
German cops 


stormed an illegal brothel. They let him go, for whatever 
reason, and 


he slipped away. See exhibit B. He was IDed in that bust as 
Nikita 


Sergeyevich Kazakov, so sounds like he’s your man. Give 
him a bullet 


from me when you meet him again—that raid busted my 
case. 


Warmest Greetings, 


Stefan 


Chris reread the message as he formulated his reply. 
Certainly 


didn"t want Steve-o to stir up any shit, not yet, anyway. 
To: Stefan. Wudarczek@GORGON.net 

From: C.D.Gibson@GORGON. net 

Subject: Re: Name that Communist 
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No hearts no huggles for old Chris? You haven’t forgiven me 
for that 


Christmas party incident last year have you? Didn’t mean to 
breech 


your heteronormative boundaries dude. I’m a sucker for 
kissing under 


the mistletoe and you looked so hot in that red sweater... 


Seriously thanks for the head’s up on Kazakov. | knew he 
was dirty the 


minute | saw him. I’m not sure if he fits in with the case John 
and | had 


going but from what little I’ve seen the bastard deserves a 
well placed 


bullet. l'Il keep you posted. 
C. 


Chris exited the e-mail program. He chuckled to himself and 


repeated Nikita"s middle name aloud, making it sound like 
separate 


words. “Sir Gay A-vitch.” He clicked open one of the 
screenshots, his 


hand falling to his bandaged wound while he took in Nikita"s 
hard body, 


that thick cock. As tempting as it was to push the Russian'"s 
buttons a 


little more, he needed to get back to home base. 


ANDREI and John were already at the condo, John in the 
kitchen 


cooking up some delicious-smelling stir fry concoction, 
Andrei seated 


at the glass-topped table going over his copy of the 
phonebook-sized 


GORGON rookie handbook. 


Chris snatched the binder from his hand and deposited it in 
the 


chrome trashcan. “Forget everything that's in here and do 
what we tell 


you. You"ll be happier and healthier that way.” 


John turned, rolled his eyes, and retrieved the binder. 


“Policies and procedures have their purpose. Chris, let"s not 
get 


Andrei started on the wrong foot.” 
“If you'd have followed procedure he wouldn"t be here now, 


would he? Procedure would have had us let him bleed out all 
over that 


nice white rug at the chalet.” 
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John"s mouth sagged open. He looked at Andrei, whose 
expression was a mixture of anger and hurt. 


John shut down the stovetop burner. “What's gotten into 
you?” 


Chris pulled a bottle of water from the fridge. “Nothing. I"m 
tired, 


okay?” He nodded toward the wok. “Don"t worry about 
Saving me any. 


| ate at the airport.” 


He went straight to the bedroom, tossed his unpacked 
Suitcase on 


the closet floor, took his laptop from his messenger bag to 
retrieve a 


DVD, and popped it into the player hooked up to the large 
flat panel 


screen opposite the bed. He stripped down and settled on 
the bed, fast 


forwarding through the paper-thin plot setup until the sex 
action began. 


It was some heavy S&M shit he"d found in a SoHo shop 
before 


leaving London. A burly guy with Nikita"s coloring and 
similar build 


was putting a skinny masked guy through his paces with an 
entire bag 


of tricks—cock and ball torture, needles piercing his ball sac, 
metal 


alligator clips clamping his nipples. Chris took the bottle of 
lube from 


the bedside stand as it began getting to “the good part”— 
the scrawny 


guy suspended in a leather sling, the Dom putting on a latex 
glove and 


shoving his hand into a tub of lube, then fisting the fuck out 
of the 


Skinny guy's ass, the sling swaying with each push of his 
hand, the 


skinny guy moaning and half crying but begging for more. 


Chris jerked off, going in time with the fisting, his own 
asshole 


twitching, wanting to be filled, remembering the pounding 
he'd taken 


from Nikita. And at the end of the scene, when the Dom 
bent forward 


and bit into the guy"s thigh, Chris came with a shudder as 
he"d done the 


first time he"d watched this, the cut on his own leg burning 
as it had the 


night it"d tasted the cold kiss of Nikita Kazakov"s blade. 


HE DIDN"T know when he'd fallen asleep, but he woke to 
the sounds 


of sex, Andrei and John giving each other blow jobs in the 
big bed next 


to him. Fuckers. Like they couldn"t have done that in 
another room? 
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He clamped his eyes shut, clutched the edge of his pillow. 
Get a 


grip. That Russian screwed with your head. It wasn’t that 
long ago that 


you’d woken up one or the other by starting a little action 
with John or 


Andrei. 


Taking a deep calming breath, he turned over to look at his 
lovers. 


John lay with his head at the foot of the bed, and Andrei 
straddled him 


facing opposite. God, they were beautiful separately and 
together, their 


fucking intense and yet somehow sweet as they took their 
time using 


lips and tongues to extract the optimum pleasure from one 
another. 


Andrei saw him watching in the pale light of the small 
bureau 


lamp. He paused, let John"s cock loose long enough to say, 
“Join us?” 


“Maybe.” 


Andrei returned to his mission while John reached out to 
touch 


Chris"s leg, gently stroking the hair on his calf. Damn, but 
John Soong 


had interesting skills. The tension and dismay that had filled 
Chris a 


moment ago soon ebbed beneath that magic touch. They 
changed 


positions—Andrei got off him, and Chris moved to John"s 
back. He 


turned the opposite way to grab the lube, coated his fingers, 
then began 


to slide them along the length of John"s crack. Andrei kept 
tonguing 


John"s dick and reached down to pull the globes of flesh, 
giving Chris 


an easier entrance. 


He fingered John until the other man whimpered; then he 
pulled 


out and turned his attention to Andrei, switching back and 
forth as they 


quickened their pace. He stopped touching when he knew 
they were at 


the breaking point, and when they stilled, their cocks 
pulsing in release, 


he felt a strange ache inside. 


Not wanting to dwell on it, he slipped out of bed and washed 
his 


hands. When he returned, John and Andrei welcomed him 
home with 


an incredible tandem blow job. 


He was numb by the time they'd finished, hardly aware that 
his 


bandage had come loose. 


John gasped when he saw the many little cuts. “How the 
fuck did 


this happen?” 
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Chris nudged his hand away. “It"s a long story. Nothing 
important.” 

“It looks like... writing?” 

“No. That"s crazy.” 

Andrei switched on one of the bedside lamps. Chris squinted 
against the glare. 

“It"s Cyrillic. They are words.” 

Chris raised up on his elbows. “No shit.” 

Andrei nodded, something odd in his eyes. 


“What does it say?” 


Andrei hesitated, glanced to John, whose expression took on 
a 


worried cast. 
“What. Does. It. Say.” 
Andrei hesitated further. “Basically, it means, This is mine.” 


“Fuck.” Chris got off the bed, not sure whether he'd sleep 
on the 


couch or grab the next plane to Heathrow and then shoot 
Nikita. 


He’s the best. He heard Katya"s voice again and thought of 
that 


expression in her eyes. Fuck. He wasn"t headed the same 
way. He 


wouldn"t turn into anybody"s fucking doormat. 
Do you object? 
No. 


And that was the problem, wasn't it? There was no comfort 
zone 


with Nikita, no safety net, no failsafe. The man was a booby 
trap, a 


fucking landmine disguised as a human being. 


“It was that Russian? This... Nikita? Are you fucking crazy, 


Chris?” John asked, British accent clipped and angry. So 
precise. “You 


did go out and meet him again? Knowing full well he's one 
of the guys 


who tried to kill Andrei?” 


“That"s guesswork. We don"t know that. Besides, Nikita is 
too 


keen on Andrei's ass to want to kill him.” 
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“Hey, I"m in the same room,” Andrei said. 


A three-way fight was the last thing Chris was now in the 
mood 


for. “And besides, he came to me that night.” 
“What does he want?” 
“He figures | killed Andrei. | keep feeding him the party line. 


He"ll get sick of it eventually.” Chris pulled off the bandage, 
irritated 


that those little words had given it all away. “And I"m okay, 
thanks for 


asking.” 


He headed down the stairs to get some food, uncomfortable 
at 


how John"s gaze followed him. Don't you dare drive me into 
a corner, 


he thought as he began to rummage around the refrigerator. 
When he 


set down the rest of the fruit salad from the evening meal at 
the kitchen 


table, it wasn"t John who stood there, but Andrei. 
“Want some?” 


“No, thanks.” Andrei switched the water kettle on. British 
and 


Russian response to stress. Have a cuppa tea first. “You said 
he knows 


me?” 


“Yeah. He kept asking what our relationship was like. | told 
him 


you hired me as a bodyguard after we met in hospital. Then 
| betrayed 


you and shot you. It leaves out all the stuff about GORGON.” 


“So you risked the wrath of some Russian avenger on my 
behalf?” 


Andrei asked, and he prepared two mugs for tea. 


“He seemed to know a fair bit of that when he came to me. 
He 


definitely had some kind of working hypothesis. And I"m 
okay with 


taking one for the team.” 


Andrei grinned at the pun and poured hot water over the 
teabags. 


“Do you have photos?” 


“Yeah.” It might jog Andrei"s memory, but almost nothing 
did. 


He had the occasional flash of déjà vu, but GORGON"s 
doctors had 


declared his memory loss pretty much permanent. It wasn"t 
likely that 


anything would come back now. 
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Chris went to get the laptop. Andrei stood behind him, hand 


resting on Chris"s shoulder while he peered at the screen. A 
double- 


click opened one of the “decent” images. Nikita was mostly 
dressed in 


that one, and full frontal. 


“Rings any bells?” 

“I think | know him, but | don"t know from where.” 
“Good or bad feelings?” 

Andrei paused. “Both, | think.” 


Chris closed the window. “Well, he seemed to have quite a 
bit of 


unrequited lust for you, my man.” 

Andrei sat across from him at the table. “The feeling wasn"t 
mutual, that much I"m sure of.” 

“Why?” 

“I don"t like the look of him. Add in what he did to you, to 


callously mark that on anyone, mark anything on another 
person....” 


He left the rest unsaid, allowing a tense silence to descend 


between them. Still, Chris had no trouble filling in the 
blanks. 


Who in their right mind would want to be treated that way? 
Who, indeed. 


Chris pushed his half-eaten salad away and stood. “I"m 
going 


down to the gym. Go get some sleep.” 


Andrei stood, tried to reach out. “Chris—” 
“Goodnight.” 


HE PUMPED iron until his muscles ached, wanting him to 
stop, and yet 


he pressed on. With each rep he tried to make sense of this 
insanity that 


gripped him, only to come up short. 
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Back in the condo, alone in the shower of the guest room 
bathroom, it almost made sense. 

This is mine. 


Maybe that was it. The possession, the belonging. An only 
child, 


an Army brat, he"d been moved from base to base like 
clockwork until 


his mother couldn"t take it anymore and split. Real smart 
move, that. 


From bad boyfriend to worse boyfriend she went, dragging 
him along 


on her downward spiral until Children"s Services put him 
with a foster 


family whose time and patience was stretched to the limit. 


They were good people. They tried to give, but with their 
own 


kids and a handful of fosters, they could only give so much. 
The ROTC 


visitor at sophomore year career day came just as Chris was 
exploring 


his fluid sexuality. The good-looking sergeant never 
overstepped his 


bounds, but he did befriend Chris and steered him into an 
ROTC 


scholarship and a stint in the military. He met up with his 
dad in 


Germany. 


The old man was none too happy to see his only son go 
beyond 


being a mere non-com, and with the fact that Chris looked 
enough like 


his mother to dredge up the painful past, they never really 
connected, 


and the military began to lose its charm. 


GORGON provided much-needed stability as well as an 
ample 


paycheck and the honing of his sniper skills. It also provided 
John 


Soong, a very calming, stable influence in a sea of too many 
partners, 


too much adrenaline, too many hits taken on. 
But then came Andrei Voronin, another lost soul in need of a 


permanent place. Whatever he"d been before, he was a 
good man now, 


a decent, dependable man. But even coupled with John, 
Chris now 


knew that stability wasn't all he was lacking in life. 


He needed the rush of danger, the threat that life hung in 
the 


balance, and GORGON could only go so far in providing that. 
“Fucking procedures,” Chris muttered, turning his face up to 


cascading water. 
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Nikita was all danger, no sanity. He felt like the mad rush of 
the 


first job, and he certainly didn"t seem to have any issues 
with the fact 


that Chris killed people. He only had issues that he'd killed 
Andrei. 


Of all people, a criminal, possibly a slave trader. God fucking 


damn it. While his morals were as fluid as his sexuality, he 
couldn"t go 


that far. In a world full of grays, he could still tell black when 
he saw it. 


And that kind of shit was pitch black. 


He finished the shower, topped it all off with an electrolyte 
drink, 


brushed his teeth, and went to sleep in the guest room. He 
didn"t want 


John"s accusatory looks, he didn"t even want Andrei 
understanding and 


rationalizing things. Fucking lawyer... that was how the 
profession 


worked: analyze and break any situation down into 
important facts. 


Comparing that to Nikita"s bad boy appeal, he knew who 
came out on 


top. Same guy that always came out on top, by the looks of 
him. 


CHAPTER 6 
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“HELLO, Andrei Alexeyevich.” Nikita sat down on the bench 
facing 


the Thames. The lawyer coughed into the chicken sandwich 
he’d picked 


up from Pret a Manger opposite the office. 


Small coughing fit aside, Voronin shifted slightly to the far 
end of 


the bench, even though Nikita hadn’t even begun invading 
the man’s 


personal space. 
“Napkin?” He offered from the lawyer’s plastic bag. 
“Who... are you? What do you want?” Voronin regarded him 


with distaste from head to toe, as if a tramp was asking him 
for change. 


“Enjoying the early spring sun. Like you.” Nikita leaned 
back, 


arms on the rear of the bench. “It’s good to be alive, isn’t 
it?” 


“I guess.” Voronin dropped his sandwich into the carton, as 
if 


suddenly queasy. He picked up his paper coffee cup. “Well, 
havea 


good day.” 

“Unlike this poor devil.” Nikita reached into his pocket and 
dropped a photograph on the bench. “Know him?” 

“What? No!” 


“You haven't read the news of the suspected gangland 
killing of 


this lawyer? | thought people like you kept an eye on others 
of your 


kind.” 


“What... that’s... him?” 
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“Yeah. | guess the newspapers didn’t get these.” Nikita 
studied 


the semi-naked body with all the bullet holes. He’d chosen 
the best 


photo. Where they showed the fact the corpse was missing 
the 


fingernails on both hands. “I do think that was excessive. He 
probably 


talked even before they did this. Leaves revenge rather than 


interrogation. Of course, it doesn’t show he was raped with 
a broom 


handle, too. | think | have another photo....” 


Voronin stared at him like he was a lunatic escaped from 
Arkham 


Asylum. 

“What do you want?” 

“I thought you might want to know what happened to your 
predecessor.” Nikita lifted an eyebrow. 


“I don’t know what you're talking about.” Voronin snatched 
the 


remainder of his lunch and turned to leave. 


“Ah, but Andrei Alexeyevich. Even your six-figure basic 
salary 


and generous bonus package isn’t enough to buy all those 
expensive 


cars recently. Some very marked changes in behavior. I’m 
always 


interested in such drastic changes. You party like there’s no 
tomorrow. 


Because there simply might not be. You're a very rational 
man. It’s sad 


to see you go off the rails, but under that kind of pressure... 
who 


wouldn't?” 
Andrei paused. “Who are you?” 


“Nikita Kazakov. I’m here to make you an offer of my 
protection. 


Why don’t you invite me to your office, where we can talk in 
private?” 


The lawyer had listened to the proposal, growing paler by 
the 


minute until Nikita feared he might faint or spew up that 
half-eaten 


lunch of his. Neither were attractive outcomes. 


Nikita rose from the leather chair and walked to the wide 
office 


window. He peered at the wide sluggish river through the 
vertical 


blinds and cracked his knuckles before turning to face the 
anxious 


lawyer. “That concludes my offer. All that’s needed is your 
acceptance.” 
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Voronin scrubbed his face with his hands. Under normal 


circumstances he was a handsome man, presented himself 
with an air 


of confidence so sadly lacking at this moment. 


“Since we've just met, l'Il do you the courtesy of letting you 
know 


| never make a business proposal twice.” 


“1... can’t.” Voronin stared at him, ducked as if expecting to 
be 


hit. “You’ve... seen what these men do. | can’t sell a client. | 
just... | 


Just can’t.” 
“| know where you live, Andrei. | know enough about you.” 
“Did you kill... did you do that?” 


Nikita walked back to the desk. Voronin cringed away from 
him. 


For a moment Nikita thought he’d used too much force 
against the 


lawyer’s ego. Shattered rather than broken him. Not 
necessarily 


counterproductive, as he well knew. 

“| need, | need to think about this, | can’t just make a snap 
decision like that....” 

“Maybe if | show you more photos?” 

“No!” Voronin jumped up but stood frozen in place. “I can’t 
decide this.” 

“You can. And you have. You’re scared. You're looking for 


protection. I’m the best bet you have.” He reached slowly 
out, saw the 


wide eyes, that terrified, pale expression, and closed his 
hand around 


the man’s shoulder, stepping slowly closer. 


To his surprise, Andrei lurched forward and suddenly clung 
to 


him, shoulders shaking. His aftershave smelled like moss 
and leather 


and wood. Nikita paused a moment and then placed an arm 
around 


Voronin, who shook in his half-embrace like a man 
condemned to die. 


He abhorred weakness, especially in men, and yet 
something 


about Voronin’s emotional collapse tempered his disgust. 
“Stop this at 


once.” The phrase was clipped, but the tone was soft, more 
a strong 


suggestion than a direct order. “Get hold of yourself and do 
it quickly. 


Think with that rational lawyer’s mind of yours, Andrei 
Alexeyevich. 
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You know | tell the truth. Circumstance has chosen your 
course. YOu 


will follow it to the best of your abilities and leave the rest to 
me.” 


Voronin pulled back, took several deep breaths to compose 


himself, then nodded, the look in his eyes resigned. He was 
undoubtedly 


relieved the decision had been made for him. What an 
interesting 


subject, so willing to follow a strong leader. So many 
possibilities in 


that. 


Nikita straightened Voronin’s tie, brushed the wrinkles from 
the 


shoulders of his jacket, and swept the loose strands of hair 
back from 


his sweat-dampened face. 
“What—what do I do now?” 


“Now, you will continue as you did, but you will get yourself 
back 


under control. Get back to how you were. You cannot appear 
asa 


liability to them, or they will replace you. And you’ve seen 
what that 


means.” Nikita kept his gaze locked on Voronin. “Meanwhile, 
you will 


give me the full set of data, the whole file. Everything you 
work on for 


Zaitsev. The more complete this is, the sooner you'll be rid 
of him.” 


“And if they ever suspect....” 


“No. | will be there to protect you. I’m protecting my 
sources. 


You don’t have to worry. Nobody in my care has ever died, 
do you 


understand?” 
“And if l... have to reach you?” 
“Here.” Nikita noted his phone number on a card. “Call me 


whenever. E-mail me the files, do it today, or l'Il meet you 
tomorrow 


for lunch.” 
“Lunch. Tomorrow. | know a place.” 


And so they’d met, and Voronin turned over an incredible 
amount 


of data, all neatly categorized and filed onto a USB drive. He 
handed 


the drive over immediately and seemed to relax once the 
data left his 


possession. He was affable during their shared meal, 
charming even. 


Attractive, definitely, and it stirred things inside Nikita he 
never much 


liked to dwell on. 
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“BUT that was then. This is now,” Nikita whispered before 
tossing the 


surveillance photo of Voronin into the large glass ashtray in 
the run- 


down rented flat in East Berlin that served as his current 
base of 


operations. 


Stirring tempered desires was the last thing he planned to 
do for 


the foreseeable future. Work was a priority, and crushing 
Zaitsev was 


as much a job as it was a private quest for vengeance. He"d 
never failed 


at fulfilling his objective, whatever it had cost him. 


He"d simply not expected anybody to try to kill Voronin 
while on 


holiday. It seemed absurd to be shot in Monaco. And his own 
resources 


had been spread too thin—he"d not expected an attack on 
Voronin, 


because his sources in Zaitsev'"s inner circle didn"t mention 
the lawyer 


falling out of favor. 


As far as assassination attempts went, this came out of the 
blue, 


and he thought he should still have known. Should have 
anticipated. 


Maybe read it in a fucking crystal ball. The lawyer didn"t 
deserve to die 


for what he"d done—or for the people that were his clients. 


Even not approaching law enforcement was forgivable. 
Nikita 


wasn"t particularly impressed with the Brits" willingness to 
tackle 


imported crime. They seemed to think if perps didn"t speak 
English as 


their first language, paid their taxes, and killed only their 
own kind, it 


was too much bother to come investigate. British coppers 
these days 


were more concerned with issuing eighty-pound sterling 
fines for 


littering. Easy money for a state on the verge of economic 
collapse. 


He turned away from the blackening and twisting photo and 


studied the two large whiteboards he'd installed to keep the 
operation 


visually present. He was a visual thinker. Flow charts and 
mind maps 


helped him keep track. 


There was Zaitsev in the middle, surrounded by his 
entourage and 


his main rivals. He"d just removed Andrei from the picture 
to keep 


matters simple. 
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There were no loose ends, so he could take Christopher 
Gibson 


off the operational map too. The photo was of Chris in 
Andrei's house, 


near the window. He'd shot the photo when preparing to 
enter that 


house. That pensive look seemed very unlike Chris, but 
Nikita 


suspected a hidden depth behind all the acidic humor. 


No matter. As entertaining as Chris Gibson had been, he was 
not 


part of the current situation. Nikita pulled down the photo 
and gave ita 


weak toss toward the ashtray. It fell short, fluttered to the 
ground, 


landed under the camping table. He shrugged it off as not 
important and 


turned back to the boards. 


He looked at the other board and Yuri Shkadov, the central 
figure 


there. Shkadov would have looked like a benevolent uncle if 
not for the 


dark, hooded gaze that gave nothing away. He, now, was a 
proper vor, 


a “thief” of the old mold, tattoos, connections, and an 
unhealthy dislike 


of any kind of authority, especially as represented by the 
state. Nikita 


remembered a sentence Shkadov had spat at him more 
than ten years 


ago: “/’ve seen three regimes come and go—!'Il still be 
around to see 


the fourth!” 


But he didn"t wait around in Moscow for that to happen. 
Instead, 


he'd established himself in East Berlin, using old contacts in 
the GDR 


and among Germany's large Russian expat community. He 
could 


summon leg breakers from just about anywhere in Germany, 
and his 


tentacles reached into Poland, the Baltic States, and of 
course, 


Amsterdam, which was another stronghold of his operations, 
largely 


because he delivered fresh women to the brothels and meat 
markets. 


Nikita had probed the depth and width of Shkadov's 
operations 


and thought by now he understood how most of it worked. 
For his 


purposes, it was enough that Shkadov and Zaitsev had each 
other by the 


balls—they"d worked with each other on occasion, 
whenever Zaitsev 


needed something done that expensive English lawyers 
couldn"t 


accomplish. Another connection was Zaitsev's taste for 
young girls, 


which Shkadov could supply in seemingly unlimited 
quantities. 


In short, Shkadov was perfect to take the fall when Zaitsev 
got 


killed. 
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BERLIN was a john's paradise and a hell of a lot cheaper 
than Vegas, 


Chris thought as he cruised the street, hands shoved into 
the pockets of 


his leather jacket, Ray-Bans shielding his eyes even as the 
sun was 


setting. He"d been here a couple days, ostensibly on 
business, gathering 


intel for GORGON to get their foot back in the door of the 
flesh trade 


Case. 


He'd learned quickly that a lot of flesh was traded on these 
streets 


with sadly too much of it of the subprime type. Like the 
bleached 


blonde with a few missing teeth, and the buxom true blonde 
whose 


fishnets had seen better days and fewer holes. He watched 
a frumpy 


hausfrau type bitch-slap a couple skinny brunettes who 
were barely 


legal, if that, and he decided they were probably Bulgarians. 
He"d 


heard there were a lot of Bulgarians walking the streets 
because they 


were the cheapest at five to ten bucks a pop. And rumor 
had it the 


Eastern European girls flooding the area were brought in by 
Russians. 


Well, one Russian mostly. Guy by the name of Shkadov 
who'd been 


top dog in these parts for a long-ass time. 


He was quite the stereotypical scary motherfucker, all 
menacing 


glares and old school tats and, evidently, a sometime 
alliance with 


Chris's old buddy Zaitsev, the one who'd hired him to carry 
out the hit 


on Andrei. 


Chris checked his watch and cut across the street, shaking 
his 

head at the hookers who tried to call him over. He headed to 
a little 


chain coffee shop called Balzac Coffee, which looked like a 
rip-off of a 


Starbucks located a block away. He was slated to meet with 
a local 


contact who was working with a prominent support 
organization for 


hookers. 


Chris removed his shades when he entered the coffee shop 
and 


scanned the fringes for his contact. There she was, all 
conservatively 


dressed, her sandy hair pulled back in a tight bun, her 
makeup light and 


impeccable. The dark-rimmed glasses she wore gave her a 
serious case 


of intellectual sex appeal. Why he hadn'"t tried to get her in 
the sack 


since meeting her a day ago was a riddle he didn't feel up 
to tackling. 
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He slid into the seat across the small round table from hers. 
“Hey, 


babe, whatcha got for me?” 


“He's planning for company this evening,” she said before 


sipping her coffee. “And rumor has it that they aren't 
getting along as 


well as they might, so you should probably hurry. They"re at 
a club 


near the river Spree, a former warehouse, part of the area"s 
makeover. 


It"s easy to spot. The surrounding buildings are still being 
renovated.” 


She tapped his folded tourist"s map and marked the 
building with her 


fingernail when he pushed it over. 
“Any idea if Zaitsev"s coming in person?” 


“Well, my friends at the Hotel Adlon Kempinski say a 
Russian 


checked in whose bodyguards are pissing off the hotel 
security.” She 


tapped the side of her glasses. “Seems tensions are high.” 
“Any idea why?” 
She shrugged. “I guess money and power. It"s always that.” 


“And control. That tends to be a prominent ingredient in the 
mix.” 


He shoved the map back into his jacket pocket. “Thank you, 
honey.” 


“Be careful. You have my number if you get into trouble.” 


That"s where | already am, Chris thought, but he just 
grinned. 


“See you soon, sweetheart. I"Il report back to you and let 
you know 


what went down between those two Russkies.” 


She smiled and curled a wispy strand of hair around her 
index 


finger. Chris gave her a wink but turned and kept going. He 
went back 


to his rental car, all the while wondering if he should be 
concerned that 


his dick hadn"t even tried to give his cute contact so much 
as a half- 


hard salute. 


Darkness was settling in when he reached the nightspot. 
Scattered 


amongst the party crowd vying for admission was some 
serious muscle 


giving one another the evil eye, their jackets stretched taut 
against pecs 


and biceps, their stances letting their rivals know they were 
packing 


firepower. Chris smirked and slid his hands into his pockets. 
Probably 


carrying a bunch of fucking Makarovs. Inaccurate, heavy 
pieces of shit. 
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Another car pulled up and parked near his. Chris gave it only 
a 


cursory look, noting the heavy tint on the windows. He'd 
see who was 


inside soon enough. He switched into his “business walk,” 
that self- 


assured swagger that let the doorman ahead know he 
wasn't about to 


cool his heels waiting with the hopefuls to get inside. 


As expected, the bouncer gave him a once-over but let him 
pass. 


The club was jumping, the air smoky and filled with the 
scents of 


booze, perfume, and sweat-dampened flesh. Lightning blue 
strobes 


flashed in Chris"s vision, and he was distracted for a 
moment by go-go 


dancers in the tiniest of leather and latex outfits, women 
and men, a few 


of them hoisted up in polished chrome cages, grinding and 
gyrating in 


time with the thumping disco beat, sometimes in pairs, both 
het and gay, 


and clearly tasked to turn people on. 
Chris located the bar area to the back. In keeping with the 


industrial feel of this huge brick building, the furnishings 
were all done 


in wrought iron and chrome, from the bar to the tables. Bar 
staff raced 


to fill drink orders, and Chris spotted a fair collection of local 
meat 


plying their trade at the bar and tables further back. 


Ah, there was a walkway further up, almost right under the 
roof, 


and from the four bouncers looking like they were protecting 
their balls 


with both hands, he assumed that was where the meet 
would happen. 


He sauntered to the bar, ordered a beer, and found himself 
a 


vantage point to see the walkway without being obvious. He 
scanned 


the place like he was cruising for a hook-up, pausing for just 
a moment 


when a strobe flash illuminated an alcove across the way. 


Oh ho, there was his old friend from Paris. Zaitsev. Chris 
moved 


away from the wall, stepped closer to the bar, and began 
chatting up a 


cute guy who'd brushed by him when he"d come in. 


Chris half listened to the guy make small talk, his focus on 
the 


local crime lord Shkadov, who headed with his muscle to an 
iron 


stairway back near the restrooms. 
Zaitsev and his minions soon followed. Chris raised his beer 


bottle in a quick salute when the Russian noticed him. Chris 
broke eye 
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contact and bent down to peer at the cute guy, who was still 
rambling 


on about his foreign exchange student days in San 
Francisco. 


After a moment Chris glanced up. That bank of square 
windows 


rimming the catwalk was a sniper"s dream, and he almost 
wished he 


had orders to take one or both of those fuckers out. It would 
be easy 


enough. The shot could be done from the roof or from one of 
the 


surrounding buildings that oversaw the club. Maybe even 
one of the 


cranes standing around. He noted the place for later 
reference, just in 


case. 
The two Russians settled in and began to talk. From their 


animated gestures, he assumed they were negotiating, 
possibly having a 


heated argument. 


One of Zaitsev"s bodyguards played with his mobile phone, 
semi- 


hidden behind a steel beam, possibly texting his girlfriend. 
Chris 


noticed he wore a cast under the suit and a black sling to go 
with the 


suit. Head of security, probably, or he wouldn"t have been 
on duty 


while injured. 


Zaitsev stood, angrily, and violently enough to topple their 
drinks, 


and marched off. Chris noticed how the bodyguard glanced 
around, did 


something on his cell, slipped it into his pocket, and 
followed his boss 


along the catwalk. There was a strategic distance, though; 
he looked 


like he knew he should catch up, but he didn't. 


Zaitsev passed the windows and suddenly stumbled. No 
wonder, 


because most of his head was missing. 


CHAPTER 7 
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DAMN fine shot, that. Brilliant, really, and Chris wondered 
what 


weapon had done it. He would have chosen a Remington 
700. 


Blood and brain matter rained upon a woman near the 
restroom; 


Russian voices boomed from above. Patrons near the back 
panicked as 


the realization of murder hit home, and they stampeded for 
the exits. 


Chris finished his beer before taking his own leave through a 
side 


door, one in the direction of the shot. He glanced up once he 
hit the 


pavement, scanning the surroundings. 


Yes, that construction site looked like a good place. He broke 
into 


a jog, went into the side alley of the building, and jumped 
one-handed 


over the fence. Evading concrete mixers and piles of 
building materials, 


he headed for the entrance. 


The building was close to finished—at least the walls and 
floors 


and ceilings were done, all in pale gray concrete, with rebar 
sticking 


out where the structure wasn"t completed. Up the main 
staircase that 


had no railings yet, feeling his way around when there was 
no light 


from outside, then up another floor. 


Fifth floor up, he walked across the open floor and saw that 
the 


angle was right to shoot into the club. Well played, good 
choice. Where 


was the shooter? He kept walking and checked the floor and 
then 


glanced outside when he heard police sirens in the distance. 


Shit. The cops would have no evidence or forensics to pin 
the hit 


on him, but he didn"t need the bullshit time waste that 
dealing with 


their accusations would bring. 
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Angry Russian voices filled the air outside, joining the wail of 


sirens. The pop of gunfire followed. Chris drew his Beretta, 
stuck to the 


shadows, and remained in them toward the exit on the 
opposite side of 


the building. There, he spotted two men together, one of 
them, God, 


that was Nikita, the other the bodyguard with the cast. Shit, 
inside job? 


The footfalls and voices of more mobsters sounded. 
The bodyguard hesitated. Then he pulled a gun, suddenly 
shouting something in Russian. 


Shots rang out as Nikita ducked away, but Chris thought 
he'd 


seen him freeze for a moment. He was still moving, though, 
and Chris 


cursed, firing his Beretta and hitting one man, who went 
down, lifeless. 


The bodyguard with the cast sought cover, and there was 
plenty 


of it on the construction site. Chris moved down, carefully 
keeping an 


eye on the situation. One bodyguard was firing more or less 
wildly, and 


Chris waited for him to reload before he shot him. Dumbass. 


He waited for the move of the bodyguard with the cast, but 
the 


man was leaning against a pile of bricks, fumbling with his 
weapon as 


if to waste time, looking nervously about, especially as the 
sirens got 


closer. 


Easy target. Too easy. Setup easy. Chris took off in the 
direction 


Nikita had gone. Shit. Too dark, too much crap from the site 
in the way. 


Something heavy fell, a groan followed, and Chris darted 
toward the 


sound, tripping on the same exposed two-by-fours that had 
tripped up 


Nikita. Where he clambered to his feet, Nikita was still on his 
knees, 


gripping his side. Fuck. He was bleeding. 


Chris wrapped one arm around the Russian's shoulder, and 
the 


other hand gripped his right arm and gave a light tug. “Lean 
on me.” 


Nikita cursed in Russian but relented. 


“How bad?” Chris asked, scanning the dimness, searching 
for the 


best way to go. 


“Bad enough.” Nikita grunted with each step. “Car to the 
left. 


Behind the office trailer.” 
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Half running, Chris spotted the car—clever, it was a white 


delivery van, and Nikita tugged the handle. The doors 
swung open, and 


they climbed inside, pulling the door shut. Nikita released 
him and 


crouched down to pull a first-aid kit from under the driver's 
seat. 


“Key"s in the ignition. Drive.” 


“Gotcha.” Chris slid in between the front seats, into the 
driver's 


position, and turned the ignition. 


“Seatbelt. German cops are a pain about that,” Nikita 
grunted. 


“Sure.” Chris belted himself in and drove the car away from 
the 


construction site without hurrying, as if he had no clue what 
was going 


down. 
The cops were now arriving in force, but nobody had locked 


down the streets yet. “Where are you staying?” 


Nikita cursed and gave him an address that Chris typed into 
the 


navigation system attached to the window. 


“Couldn't find an out-of-the-way place, could you?” Chris 
shot 


back when they finally reached their destination, a little hole 
in the wall 


apartment building half an hour away. He undid the seatbelt 
and went 


to the back. “Dude, that is not good.” 
“Shut up and help me inside.” 


Chris got out of the back of the van first and helped Nikita 
climb 


down. A large wet splotch soaked through his dark shirt and 
jacket, 


trailed in a line down his thigh. 


“Go around the back, there's a nosy neighbor out front. She 
sees 


everything. Second floor up.” 


Nikita was weakening fast, but he didn"t appear to be 
bleeding 


out. At least he wasn't leaving a telltale trail on the street or 
sidewalk, 


or in the narrow alley leading into an unlit yard that smelled 
of trash 


and refuse. It would have been much easier if there had 
been a fire 


escape, but the stupid Germans didn"t have those. 
Nikita leaned heavily against the wall, fiddling for his keys. 


When he"d found them and offered them, his hand was 
covered in 
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blood, and the keys were sticky. Just the fact that Nikita 
gave him the 


keys rather than try and open the door himself told Chris all 
he needed 


to know. Chris opened the door. Second floor up? He could 
do that. 


“Time to see if those bench presses paid off.” He adjusted 
his 


stance. 
al Don"t—” 


“Too late,” Chris said, scooping up the bulky Russian and 


heaving him half over his shoulder, registering a grunt of 
pain but no 


active resistance. He went into the corridor, closed the door 
with a foot, 


and made his ascent up the stairs, hoping that if anybody 
came to 


investigate, Nikita just looked drunk, even though he 
smelled of blood. 


Second floor was harder than the first, but he could finally 
set 


Nikita down near a door, open the lock, and sling Nikita's 
arm across 


his neck and get him inside. 
“Bathroom?” 
“Left.” 


He maneuvered Nikita into the room and grabbed a towel 
while 


Nikita sat down heavily on the toilet. “Just checking for 
blood. Wait a 


moment.” He went back into the corridor, scanned it for 
blood, found 


none, then looked outside. While there was some on the 
brick wall in 


the alley, he doubted anybody would notice it and think it 
anything but 


a discoloration of the weathered brick. 


He ran back upstairs to find Nikita already naked from the 
waist 


up. There was a nasty-looking little hole in his side, seeping 
dark red 


blood. 


“I think I"ll live,” Nikita muttered, but despite the bravado 
and the 


way he sat there, dark clothes, sturdy boots, he looked pale 
and sweaty. 


“The bullet needs to come out.” 


“| imagined that I"d prod around in your guts in a slightly 
more 


pleasant way,” Chris joked. 

Nikita shook his head. “Not... what | prepared for.” 
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“No pliers and ultra-hard painkillers?” From his experience 
with a 


painfully pulled muscle, Chris remembered well that in 
Germany, 


anything stronger than an aspirin wasn"t available over the 
counter. 


Britain, no problem, Germany... well. Germany was a bad 
place to get 


shot, period. 
al No.” 


“Can't take you to a local doc, buddy.” Chris leaned against 
the 


wash basin, arms crossed. “I don"t have the contacts here 
to pay them 


off. ” 


“Not that any place but a hospital is open at this time of 
day.” 


Nikita reached for a towel, folded it neatly a few times, and 
pressed it 


on the wound, grimacing. 


Chris watched him think. He didn"t believe Nikita had no 
back-up 


at all—he wasn't that crazy—but for whatever reason, he 
was reluctant 


to call upon them. He wondered what would win out, pain or 


secretiveness. Of course, he could call upon GORGON, even 
if the 


Dragon Lady would have his ass for that. 


“So you think it was worth it?” 


“Killing Zaitsev? Yes.” Nikita leaned his head back, eyes 
feverish 


and filmed over. “Fuck it. Get me to the Russian embassy. 
It"s... not 


far away.” 


Oh, the embassy. That meant government connections. 
Maybe 


Nikita was even a licensed killer. Licensed to kill like 007, all 
that jazz. 


God, that was hot. 

“You have booze?” 

“Vodka.” 

“Way to break down stereotypes, dude,” Chris said, gently 


probing the area around the wound. He could feel the slug 
fairly near 


the surface. 


“Embassy. Now.” 
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“Not so fast, big guy. Time is of the essence, and I don"t 
want to 


end up in some gulag when they jump to conclusions. Let's 
get you to 


the bedroom.” 


Nikita"s growl of displeasure as they moved, paused to grab 
the 


vodka, and then moved again was strong and therefore 
comforting. 


Even though he was looking more like shit with each passing 
moment. 


Settling Nikita on the bed, Chris retrieved something from a 


zippered pocket inside his coat, took off his jacket and set it 
aside, and 


then pushed up his sleeves. He took the tin he"d removed 
from his 


jacket, slid off the band of black tape and cording covering 
it, and 


opened it to take out a few supplies. 


Nikita made that growling sound, groped for the vodka and 
took a 


swig, spilling more on himself than in his mouth. 


“Hang on, dude,” Chris said, preventing him taking another 
swig. 


He broke a small pill from one of the two blister packs he"d 
taken from 


the tin and placed it in Nikita"s mouth. 


“Vicodin. Good shit, but mixed with too much booze, a bad 
idea. 


One sip to wash it down.” 


He helped Nikita drink and watched him swallow the 
painkiller. 


“I"m surprised you don"t have a pocket survival kit, my 
man. Guess 


you weren't Spetsnaz.” 
Nikita grumbled, his breathing heavier. 


Chris moved quickly, setting up the mini scalpel, alcohol 
swabs, 


fishing line, and needle at the foot of the bed. 
“Condoms?” Nikita asked, eyeing the survival tin. 

Chris flashed a forced grin. “Strictly for water storage and 
treatment. Scout"s honor.” 


He took out his cell phone and snapped a photo of the 
wound, 


eliciting another growl of displeasure from the Russian. “My 
first crush, 


ROTC recruiter, was a medic before he had to give up 
combat duty. We 


never did the deed, of course, but we pulled some all- 
nighters bonding. 
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Man, he loved to talk shop about the wounds he"d treated 
back in the 


day. 


Chris"s cell rang, and he answered immediately. “No, 
Johnny, not 


me. Can"t give ya the 411 but | need you to walk me 
through this. I"m 


putting you on speaker phone and turning on the video. 
You"re alone, 


yeah?” 
“Yes,” John Soong said tersely. 
“Great, let"s do this.” 


NIKITA would have hoped for this to hurt more—enough that 
he'd 


pass out so he didn"t have to watch, let alone feel Chris 
Gibson dig 


around in his guts fishing for a bullet. 


When it got really bad, he hyperventilated with the pain, 
almost 


passing out, until Chris put a bloodied hand on his chest and 
told him to 


“relax.” The way the man looked at him insinuated sex, and 
this was a 


strange kind of penetration, come to think of it. He wasn"t 
nearly drunk 


enough for this shit. 


“Right, got the fucker,” Chris said, and he dropped the 
metal slug 


on Nikita"s sweat-soaked belly. “Want to keep it?” 


Nikita wanted to hurl the bitch across the room but couldn"t 
get 


worked up enough for that. It seemed ridiculous that such a 
small piece 


of metal could cause so much pain. And danger. Nikita lay 
back with a 


groan and watched Chris, who followed the advice from the 
cell phone 


and sewed him shut. Brown eyes focused, the short dark 
hair looked 


like something he wanted to touch. 


Something had changed between them. He"d never been 
helpless 


in Chris Gibson"s hands, and that word alone—helpless— 
sent a shiver 


down his spine. 


“You okay?” Chris asked as he finished the last few stitches. 
He 


reached over with one of his bloodied hands and touched 
Nikita"s 
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shoulder. “We should keep you warm and dry. I"Il just put a 
bandage 


on.” 
“First-aid pack"s in the... ah... bathroom.” 
“I know. Relax.” 


Chris took the phone with him to the bathroom, talking 
some 


more with “John,” then washed his hands and came back 
out with the 


first-aid kit, covering the wound first. “Okay, you have to sit 
up so | 


can put the bandage on. Last time we move you, promise.” 


He offered his hand, but Nikita tried to get up on his own. 
The 


jarring pain wasn't the worst. The weakness was. He gritted 
his teeth 


and then took Chris"s arm, pulling himself up before Chris 
could 


support him. He managed to stay upright while Chris 
bandaged him 


and fell back with no small amount of relief when he could 
lie down 


again. 
“You"re a tough motherfucker. | like that.” 
“Leave my mother out of this.” 


Chris burst into laughter but fell silent when he realized it 
wasn't 


a joke. Instead he took the blanket, spread it over Nikita"s 
body, and 


began to remove his boots, all surprisingly carefully. 


He gathered his kit and packed it again in that tin box, 
which he 


wrapped up and slid back into his jacket pocket. Then he 
straightened 


out the blanket. “Get some rest. "Il be here.” 


Somehow, Nikita had expected Chris to finish the job and 
leave. 


That offer threw him, but he was grateful that he wouldn"t 
be alone 


when he closed his eyes and, despite the throbbing pain in 
his side, 


managed to fall into a sleep as deep and dark as 
unconsciousness. 


FINALLY the Russian was out cold. Chris stepped back from 
the 


improvised bed, hardly more than a mattress with a woolen 
blanket. He 


could still feel Nikita"s body under his fingers, shaking 
muscles, the 


controlled but harsh breathing when he'd hurt him. 
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Shit, maybe his hands were shaking now because operating 
ona 


man was such a power trip. Or maybe it was that Nikita 
relied on him. 


Trusted him. 
Don’t get ahead of yourself there, Skippy. 


With a grim smile he sat down with the last third of the 
vodka, 


waited until he"d calmed somewhat, and then began to 
rummage 


through Nikita"s stuff. 


Dark clothes, underwear, nothing special. He must have 
dropped 


the sniper rifle on site. He found the man's Russian passport 
and 


photographed it, sending the message to his e-mail account. 


Maybe they could work out whether that identity was 
genuine or 


fake and work it from there, but he knew that GORGON was 
pretty 


weak on the ground in Russia. And he doubted he could 
wrangle more 


resources out of GORGON to try and track Nikita Kazakov"s 
paper 


trail. 


That Nikita had wanted to get to the embassy didn"t even 
mean he 


was working for some official entity, just that he had a 
backer 


somewhere in the government machine. That could be some 
fat 


political cat taking bribes or sponsoring a vigilante, or 
maybe he acted 


as a mercenary/hitman rather than a criminal. 
Other than that, nothing. No photos, nothing that gave away 


anything about his identity, and his cell was protected with 
a code. 


Great. 


Chris studied the whiteboards screwed to the wall, but the 
notes 


were Cyrillic. He could call Andrei and ask for a translation. 
He 


photographed the lot and e-mailed it to himself. If anything, 
pain in the 


ass Stefan might be interested. 


He noticed his own photo on the table. Good shot. He had 
felt 


watched in that house, and now he knew why. “Seems like 
we'll have 


to talk about this, bucko,” Chris murmured. 


It was well before dawn when Chris"s phone buzzed him 
awake. 


He checked the caller ID in the dim light from the partially 
opened 


bathroom door. Mother hen John, of course. “Yeah?” 
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“You"re still with him, | take it.” 


“He does need looking after, being shot and unconscious 
and all.” 


John"s tense little sigh pretty much spelled out his thoughts 
on the 


matter. “You have antibiotics in your tin, yes?” 


“Indeed | do, and | even had the great foresight to slip him 
one 


during the night when he woke for a minute.” 


“So enough for a day, day and a half course.” John paused. 
“He 


should get more just to be safe.” 


“Already thought that one out. My contact with the hooker 
scouts 


Should be able to help me there.” 


Again John with his put-upon, tense sigh. “I hope you know 
what 


you"re doing.” 


“Always. Bye bye, Mom.” 


Chris slipped the phone into his pocket and was lying back 
on the 


floor, his leather jacket his pillow, when he noticed Nikita"s 
eyes were 


open and he was Staring. 


Chris sat up and then knelt, felt the Russian"s forehead. A 
little 


warm but not feverish, might be the general warmth from 
being under a 


blanket. “Good morning, sunshine. How you feeling?” 
“Like hell,” Nikita grumbled, not moving. 
“Gun shots do that to a guy.” 


Nikita grumbled, closed his eyes, and opened them after a 
few 


seconds. “I have to shit.” 


Chris grinned. “Always a good sign, at least it was judging 
from 


how hot the nurses were to get me to take a dump before | 
could go 


home, last time I was in a hospital.” 
Nikita tried to sit, fell back down, exhaled. “Help me,” he 


muttered, clearly hating to even have to ask. 


Chris got him up, helped him to the bathroom, and waited. 
He 


thought of that old parental line, “This will hurt me more 
than it hurts 


you,” and realized that such a thing was indeed possible. 
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His stomach actually ached at the sight of the dominant 
Russian 


moving so slowly, looking so helpless as he tried to clean 
himself up 


only to meet with weakness and pain. 


Chris stepped in, helped him wipe and wash his hands. Then 
he 


flushed and lowered the lid of the toilet. “Sit.” He took a 
painkiller and 


antibiotic and gave them to Nikita. Then he went to the 
other room and 


brought back a change of underwear and pair of pants. 


He filled the sink with water, soaped a washcloth, and 
began to 


give the disgruntled Russian a sponge bath. “Bet you wish | 
hada 


nurse's uniform and spiked heels on, eh?” He chuckled. “I"ll 
take that 


growl as a yes.” 


Chris rinsed the cloth, swabbed off the soap, then dried 
Nikita 


and changed the bandage before helping him dress. 
“Doesn't look too 


bad. You should be grateful.” 


This growling reply was accompanied by a nod. Ah, 
progress! 


Chris helped Nikita back to bed and returned to the 
bathroom and 


cleaned himself up a bit. 


“Here's the deal,” he said when he came out. “You are 
going to 


keep your cute ass put. | am going to go get my car, try to 
find out 


what"s what at the scene, then rustle up some more meds 
for you.” 


“We'll see.” 
Chris shook his head. “Dude, don"t make me tie you down. | 


don"t think you'd like it.” Nikita glared. A sure sign of 
progress toward 


being on the mend. “First thing, though, Dr. Chris will see if 
you have 


any food in that little kitchenette of yours.” 


The available food would have made any self-respecting 
cook 


weep. There was black tea, a plastic net of lemons, two 
cartons of long- 


life milk, and Nikita"s usual rolled oats. Several cans of 
tomato soup 


stood stacked in one cupboard, along with a big tin of 
protein powder, 


flavor Yogurt Lemon. Breakfast of champions. 


Chris prepared a tea and brought it over to Nikita"s bed. “l 
have 


no idea how you maintain that body on that diet,” he 
confessed, “but 


I"m heading out to get something proper.” 
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“Go for it,” Nikita said, pushing himself up very slowly and 


carefully to drink his tea. “Money's in my wallet. Guess you 
already 


found it.” 
Chris glanced over, grinning. 


“I"d have done the same,” Nikita added, seemingly more 
good- 


natured now that he'd had a sip of tea. 

“Honor amongst thieves?” 

“No. I"m not a vor.” 

“Yeah, you"re lacking the tats. Embassy, huh? Who are you 


working for, Nicky?” Nikita only gave him that same, cold 
stare. “Well, 


you"re not some hard-ass special forces, that"s clear.” Chris 
stood and 


grabbed his jacket. “I trust you"ll be here when | come back, 
yes? We 


have a bad track record of that.” 
Nikita kept his gaze for a few seconds but said nothing. 


| TRUST you'll be here when I come back, yes? That held an 
undertone 


of pleading. Chris seemed to notice that, too, and rushed 
out of the door. 


Nikita carefully leaned back against the wall, hot tea mug on 
his 


thigh. As long as he didn"t move, he felt all right. Able to 
think, at least, 


but not to resist. He should wipe out the notes on the 
whiteboards, burn 


the photos. But Gibson already knew too much. Nikita didn"t 
like 


having anybody know anything—he'd learned the hard way 
how easily 


he could be busted if he trusted one man too many. Secrets 
had a price, 


and there was always a Seller and always a buyer, at least in 
his 


profession. 
And Chris Gibson, who sold a lover's life for five million 


American, wasn't a man to share secrets with. He was great 
to fuck, no 


doubt, but Nikita was hardly in the state to take advantage 
of that. Right 


now, it felt like he might not come out on top, either. And his 
fantasy of 


a male lover didn"t include taking it up the ass. He"d never 
thought 
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about it that much but pushed it away nonetheless. He"d 
had too much 


time to think recently; this wouldn"t do. 


Still, thinking was all he did as he watched the time pass. 
Fucking 


American had better not be turning on him, bringing the 
gangsters here. 


He had to get out. Go to the embassy. He set aside the mug 
of tea, 


forced himself to sit, and then tried to stand, tried being the 
operative 


word. 
He managed to half stand and all but collapsed to the floor. 


Before dragging himself up, he reached between the head 
of the 


mattress and the wall, removed the compact submachine 
gun he"d 


stashed there. 
Secreting it beneath the blanket, he remained still and 


concentrated on getting the pain under control. Where had 
he gone 


wrong, why had that spineless wretch Rochev shot him? The 
why was 


obvious enough—Rochev sought to cover his own treachery 
in the eyes 


of Zaitsev"s other men, but he hadn"t needed to be at the 
rear of the 


building, certainly hadn"t needed to actually hit him. The 
worm would 


be paying for that sooner than later. He always got even. 


Chris Gibson... well, damn. He"d most likely saved his life 
out 


there. Was that enough that Gibson should live? Did that 
pay for 


Voronin"s life? That was the real question, wasn't it? Gibson 
had no 


motive for helping him but sex. Maybe information, but he 
was doing a 


Shit job of getting information out of him. Curiosity, sex. 
Anything else? 


Nikita turned the thought this way and that but couldn"t 
come to any 


different conclusions. 


Finally the key in the lock, and Gibson returned, carrying 
several 


big plastic bags with food, which he deposited in the kitchen 
before 


coming back to drop some pills in Nikita"s lap. “I got 
painkillers. And 


more antibiotics. Don"t take them all at once.” 
“How many?” 


“One each for starters.” Chris nodded toward the kitchen. 
“TW Il fix 


us some food.” 
Positively domestic. Nikita managed to get the pills from the 


packs and swallowed one each dry, then lay back. There 
was precious 
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little he could do and that angered him more than anything 
in recent 


memory. 


Nikita"s ire ebbed with the pain once the meds took hold 
and the 


scent of food drifted from the kitchen. His stomach growled 
when he 


heard something sizzle. Meat. Steak? Gibson had earned the 
right to 


live a little longer. 

“You only took one of the Vicodin, right, big guy? You"re 
looking a little loopy there.” 

“I"m quite alert.” He couldn"t help but notice where the 
American's gaze strayed at that comment. 


Gibson came forward, a plate in each hand. “Steak and eggs 
for 


breakfast. Well, steak and eggs for me, one egg and a piece 
of toast for 


you, seeing as how you"re convalescing and all.” 
“You"ll give me half the steak.” 


“You hurl because it"s too heavy on your stomach and I"m 
not 


cleaning it.” 
“| won"t „hurl".” 


“Remember that.” Gibson remained standing. “You gonna 
move 


the gun so I can sit?” 
“What gun?” 


Gibson shook his head like a parent dealing with a child"s 
lie. 


“The one you stashed beside you, unless you grew another 
leg or your 


dick swelled to epic proportions.” 
Nikita pushed the gun aside. “Steak.” 


“Il give you a bite or two.” Chris settled in and handed him 
his 


plate. 


Nikita was grateful Chris didn"t offer to feed him by hand. 
There 


was only so much humiliation he could take. He gathered up 
the toast 


and took a bite, adding a little egg. He was ravenous, but 
solid food did 


feel awfully solid, and he took care to chew thoroughly. 
“Could be 


worse.” 
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“Gee, thanks.” 

“No. | could be lying in a gutter.” 


Chris glanced up, and there was a strange unguarded 
expression 


on his face. Hope? “That a „thank you"?” 


“More like „why the hell"?” 


Chris shrugged. “Seemed like a good idea at the time.” He 
sliced 


a piece of steak for himself. “Keep in mind that the things | 
regret most 


seemed like a good idea at the time.” 
“Do you know how to be anything but flippant?” 


He finished eating the meat before answering, those brown 
eyes 


of his full of curious intensity. “Life's too short to be too 
serious.” 


“Fair enough. For now.” 


They continued in silence. Nikita finished his egg and toast 
and 


took one more piece of the steak from the other dish. Damn 
the 


American for being right about the heaviness of the food in 
his 


condition. He set his empty plate on the floor, settled back 
against the 


wall. “Why were you even there last night?” 


Chris finished his food, set his own plate aside. “I heard it 
was a 


jumping new hotspot, and I"m a party kind of guy. | was just 
making 


headway with a cute college-aged kid when you interrupted. 
Thanks for 


the blue balls.” 


“Bullshit.” Nikita fell silent again, irritated by Gibson's 
constant 


way of evading him at every turn. Tying him up and beating 
the shit 


and the truth out of him was a fantasy in his current state, 
but he 


indulged in it for a few moments. “You could have stayed.” 


“Getting touchy-feely in a panicked stampede isn"t very 
romantic.” 


“Oh, you"re quite the Romeo.” Nikita sneered. 


“Look who's talking.” Chris snatched the rest of the steak 
off his 


plate. “Too good to waste.” 


Nikita didn"t protest. He simply watched Chris Gibson chew 
and 


wondered just what was going on inside the man's head. 
What was his 
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reason for being here? He doubted he'd ever get a straight 
answer. Of 


course there was the embassy. They had drugs that might 
make him 


talk. And yet something about the look in his eyes, the way 
he watched 


Nikita watching him, suggested differently. 


He"d have a workaround in place, just the way he had the 
tools 


necessary to remove the bullet and medicate Nikita last 
night. Gibson 


was made up of so much more than he portrayed to the 
outside world. 


Finally he broke eye contact, shifted his attention to the 
machine gun 


but made no move to reach for it. 


“Nice piece you got there. H&K know how to get the job 
done.” 


“You use one of theirs to take out Voronin?” 


For all of a second, Chris looked genuinely hurt. He raised 
his 


hands, the mask of bravado back. 


“| thought we'd put that behind us, Nicky. Water under the 
bridge, 


you know? Can"t undo the past and all that jazz.” 
Nikita replied with a noncommittal grunt and watched Chris 


collect the plates and take them to the kitchen. The sound 
of running 


water brought a faint smile to Nikita"s face. Was Gibson 
naturally tidy, 


or was he more concerned with leaving no trace evidence 
behind? He 


decided upon the latter and watched the American saunter 
out and over 


to the whiteboards. 


“So whatcha got going on?” Chris asked, looking at the 
photo. He 


turned, his usual mocking expression firmly in place. “Sure 
you didn"t 


have a boo-boo last night and hit Zaitsev instead of old 
Shkadov here?” 


“What do you know of Shkadov?” 


With an exaggerated shrug Chris slid his hands into his 
pants 


pockets. “The basics, mostly. | like to keep track of the major 
players 


on their home court.” 

“What for?” 

“You never know where the next job"s coming from.” 

“I thought five million would be a nice down payment for 
retirement.” 
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Chris glanced at him. It visibly irked the man that Nikita kept 


referring to the murder of Andrei Voronin. It might be water 
under the 


bridge, but something in Chris flinched every time he 
mentioned it. 


Interesting. Guilt? 


“I"d be fucking bored. | get to party a lot anyway. I"d go mad 
if | 


didn"t have some kind of job lined up.” 


“You could sell me to Zaitsev"s people. Might be another 
five 


million in there for you. Or maybe ten if you sell me to 
Shkadov too. 


I"m more of a nuisance than Voronin was.” 


“Fuck"s sake.” Chris now glared at him, that anger in his 
brown 


eyes real and unmasked. “If I"d have wanted to sell you, I"d 
have 


already done it. But thanks for the suggestion. I"II start 
considering it.” 


Yes. Genuinely hurt. Selling him was a possibility, but Nikita 


didn"t believe it. What he knew of people suggested 
otherwise. Chris 


wasn't dangerous to him. “You"re not a mercenary, so what 
are you?” 


Chris exhaled deeply and looked at the whiteboard. “You"re 
after 


Shkadov. Why then Zaitsev?” 


“Because of Andrei Voronin. He hired you to kill him, so | 
killed 


him, setting things straight.” 
“What about me? | pulled the trigger.” 


| don"t kill men I"ve slept with, Nikita thought. / can’t do it. 
“You 


were a means. You didn't make that fatal decision.” 


Gibson simply stared at him, and for the first time Nikita felt 


discomfort. It was not a feeling he ever wanted to revisit, 
and he was 


glad when the American broke eye contact and stood. 


“I need to use the john. Try not to kill me in case you change 
your 


mind. I"d hate to die taking a shit.” 


CHRIS closed the bathroom door, his hand balling into a fist. 
He 


wanted to punch a hole through the wood, the wall, the 
mirror, 
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something, anything. What the fuck was it with that damned 
Russian 


and his hard-on for Andrei? Was he some closet romantic 
pining for the 


one that got away? What did he think this was, Brokeback 
Minsk? 


He glared at the door. / saved your ass, you stupid fucker. 


Inhaling deeply to calm his anger, he took care of his 
business 


and was washing his hands when his cell rang. If it was 
mother hen 


John— 
No. It was his Berlin contact. Maybe he would take her up on 


those not-so-subtle offers. She, at least, appreciated his 
attention. 


“Yeah?” 


“They know you were there. With the shooter. They know 
you 


did a job for Zaitsev. Get out.” 
The line went dead, and Chris went into business mode. 


Rushing from the bathroom, he kicked the edge of the 
mattress to 


rouse the dozing Nikita. “Time to haul ass, sweetheart. 
Seems your 


master plan had a fatal flaw. We need to get you out of 
here.” He threw 


Nikita"s belongings into his duffle and helped Nikita to his 
feet and into 


clothes and shoes and down to his waiting car. 


Shit, maybe this was his own fault. He should have ditched 
the 


rental and gotten another instead of making like he'd left it 
at the scene 


following a pick up. They probably had cops on the take 
feeding info. 


Epic fail for thinking with the wrong head. Dumbass. 
Nikita popped another of the pain meds as Chris pulled out. 
“What is going on?” 


Chris checked the rearview. Shit. A dark Mercedes was 
pulling 


up to the apartment building. Chris cut through an alley. 
“We area 


mere half step away from somebody's goons, Zaitsev, 
Shkadov, does it 


fucking matter?” 
“Where are we going?” 


“You are going to your embassy, my formerly Commie 
friend.” 


“And you?” 
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Chris checked the GPS and then glanced over. “Aww, you 
gonna 


miss me?” 


“Yas,” 


The simple statement hit Chris hard, and he cursed himself 
that he 


was distracted enough to almost ram a Spatially unaware 
cyclist. Last 


thing he needed: to kill a cyclist while trying to keep a low 
profile. He 


was at a loss for a comeback. 


He hated the way this man kept fucking with his head and, 
lately, 


his emotions. He was one step away from telling Nikita the 
truth about 


Andrei and cursed himself for that unprofessionalism. “Bad 
timing, bro. 


That"s really bad timing.” 


He weaved the rental into the thick traffic and headed 
toward the 


center lane. With all their aggressive driving, Germans were 
still 


terribly efficient and not nearly as risky or haphazard as the 
Brits. 


While there was always a palpable sense of threat and 
hostility on 


German streets, it never seemed personal, unlike Italy, and 
a far cry 


from the insecure, terrified driving of the Brits. 


Chris used whatever evasive techniques he could—weave in 
and 


out, block people"s views by getting a truck between 
himself and them. 


At last he thought he"d shaken them off. Not a moment too 
soon, 


because there was the Russian embassy. He drove up as far 
as possible. 


Then he nodded to Nikita. “Can"t take you through the gate, 
you're 


alone from here.” 


“Fair enough.” Nikita pushed the door open and staggered 
onto 


the pavement. Chris pulled the door shut. He itched to get 
out and help 


him and hated himself for how much he got worked up over 
this. With 


a final look, he pushed the gas down and sped away. 
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Switzerland 


CHRIS lay on the padded mat and stared up at the crossbar 
of the 


weight set yet made no move to continue with a second 
repetition of 


lifting. 
Aww, you gonna miss me? 
Yes. 


Fuck. It had been weeks. Why would that stupid exchange 
not get 


the fuck out of his head? 


You know exactly why, Skippy. As if to punctuate the inner 
voice, 


Chris"s upper thigh tingled, and he instinctively touched the 
lingering 


marks that bastard Nikita had cut into his flesh. This is mine. 


“Define mine, fucker,” Chris muttered before gripping the 
bar and 


lifting. He continued even once his muscles tightened and 
burned in 


protest. Nikita Kazakov was nothing better than a one-night 
stand, and 


he needed to get the Russian out of his head once and for 
all. 


“Chris.” 


Fuck. Right now he'd like to get this particular Russian out 
of his 


life; too bad he'd likely take John with him. 

“I"m busy, Andrei.” 

“I know you don't like to be disturbed, but it"s important.” 
Chris let the bar settle in the stand with a decisive clang but 


remained prone, hands still gripping the rubberized grip. 
“What do you 


want.” 
“To tell you to stop hurting John.” 


“What. The. Fuck.” He got up, stood toe to toe with the 
Russian. 


“How in the fuck have | hurt John?” 


Andrei frowned; then he breathed a soft sigh. “By this 
behavior of 


yours. You're so withdrawn, so angry, ever since you 
returned from 


Germany. You shut him out, shut us both out these days, 
and that hurts 


John. And John being hurt affects me.” 
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Chris took a swig from his water bottle. “Like | give a rat's 
ass if 


you have wittle bitty hurt feelings. Get the fuck out of my 
face, 


Voronin.” He went to the tall, hanging sandbag and began 
jabbing it, 


the jabs becoming harder when Andrei stepped behind it. 


When the Russian gripped the sides of the bag to steady it, 
Chris 


went all out, punching with everything he had, enjoying 
each grunt 


Andrei made as the bag jarred him. 
“What happened to you there?” 
“Nothing.” Chris punched harder. 


Andrei looked around the side of the bag, jerking his head 
back 


just in time to avoid Chris"s fist. “What did that man do to 
you?” 


“Nothing!” 
Andrei tried to speak, but Chris marshaled the last ounce of 


energy he had and beat the bag with rapid fire punches and 
kicks until 


Andrei backed away, breathing heavy, rubbing the center of 
his chest. 


“| care about you, Chris, we both do, and we want to help.” 
With 


that he left the gym, and Chris kicked the bag one more 
time before 


falling to his knees on the mat. 
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“AND don't you dare get up, bitch,” Nikita said, delivering a 
final 


“love tap” to the guy"s kidney. The man squirmed on his 
belly, hands 


and ankles hogtied. The whining for a lawyer had stopped, 
at least. 


Nikita watched his colleagues drag out the other bastards. 


Granted, hitting this guy"s birthday party had been 
unpleasant of 


him. He could just as easily have taken him in tomorrow, 
while 


everybody was still nursing hangovers. It was just that he 
didn"t feel 


very charitable to these people. 
“Good work, Nikita Sergeyevich,” his superior officer said, 
patting him on the shoulder. “Excellent work, as usual.” 


“Thank you.” Nikita rubbed his side under the armored vest 
he 


wore. He still felt the impact from the pistol bullet below the 
vest, and 


it had frozen him for a moment. Memories came back, of the 
one time 


he"d been actually shot and wounded. First time he'd 
spilled blood like 


that. It could happen any time in his job. People tended to 
protect their 


ill-gotten gains with everything they had, but then, he"d 
long accepted 


that. He dealt with scum on a daily basis. It colored his 
outlook. 


Sometimes, it colored him red. 


He waited until his superior left the scene before heading 
back to 


headquarters himself to complete the necessary paperwork. 
He usually 


finished the various forms and reports quickly, but lately he 
was taking 


his time with them, especially the arrests that happened in 
the evenings. 


He was in no hurry to get home. 
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A knock sounded on his office door, and Nikita looked up 
into 


the fresh young face of Maksimov, a junior officer. 
“I have the information you were looking for.” 
“Bring it here.” 


The younger man did, standing at ease and awaiting his 
dismissal. 


Nikita let him wait and turned his attention to the brown 
envelope and 


the papers within. He'd called in countless professional 
debts the past 


weeks and had come up empty-handed, which angered him 
to no end. 


Christopher Gibson existed. The man was no ghost, but he 
was all 


but untraceable through both normal and slightly irregular 
channels. 


The most he"d gotten to date were single sheets of paper, 
half sheets 


even, telling him things he already knew. But this, this 
would be 


something more, though he wasn"t certain what just yet. 


It had better be productive. He'd called in his strongest 
marker for 


this final try. He paused, his fingertips grazing the tops of 
the pages. He 


looked up into the expectant face of the young officer. “Go 
now.” 


"Yes, thank you.” Maksimov turned crisply on his heel. 


Nikita didn"t yet know if he could trust him. This was hardly 
a 


prestigious unit, so he had to wonder why a kid with such 
good marks 


and clear intelligence had been posted here. Several other 
branches 


would have taken him in immediately. 
There was an all-pervading dislike for his little team in the 


Organized Crime Squad. He had high-level enemies in the 
Moscow 


Police and Interior Ministry, who saw him as an aberration 
because of 


the way he did his job. Not the brutality—even though Nikita 
preferred 


to think of it as “emphasis” rather than brutality—but the 
fact he took 


the metro to work rather than drive a big western car and 
rented a flat in 


the suburbs rather than owned a flat in central Moscow. 


Nikita pulled out the papers and a typed note attached with 
a 


paper clip: “You don"t have this from me. | expect your 
immediate 


compliance in return.” 
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Nikita smiled. As if he could risk using that nice piece of dirt 
he 


had on his contact. It might be good for one more favor, 
though, and he 


wasn't one to waste anything. 


He noticed the “confidential” marks all over the papers, 
which 


were, doubtlessly, quickly and somewhat haphazardly 
copied while 


nobody had been looking. Not even leaving an electronic 
trail. 


Somebody was very worried. 
It was a secret service dossier on an organization called 


GORGON. At first people had worked from the assumption 
that it was 


some kind of triad or gang, but the more the secret service 
dug, the 


larger it grew, and Nikita noted a tone of alarm in the 
dossier. 


A new player in international espionage, established in the 
fifties 


of the last century as a Supranational secret body to, it was 
thought, 


represent a number of Western European states on the 
intelligence side 


of the Cold War. A body that kept taps both on CIA and KGB, 
funded 


from the same pockets that would later fund the formation 
of the 


European Union. Its HQ was in Switzerland, and it seemed to 
at least 


have access to the resources of Europol. European 
Commission stuff— 


reporting only to the highest level. Not even to the 
European 


Parliament. 


“Now, what is an American doing playing with the 
Europeans?” 


he murmured, leafing through a lot of alarmist conjecture. 


The next page had been handwritten. Information too 
shocking 


even to be typed out? Dammit. He moved the paper close, 
angled it to 


the light. Clearly these people didn"t put enough stock in 
legible 


handwriting. 


Their recruiting methods are unusual. They have no pattern 
for 


proficiency or skills that we take for granted. They hand pick 
their 


people from various military, security and private 
organizations. 


Next was a sheet with a badly photocopied black and white 
photo. 


It showed a soldier, his face darkened by the bad 
reprographics, his 


cocky smirk unmistakable. Gibson, C.D. 75th Ranger 
Regiment. 


That was it. There was nothing further. 
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Nikita ground his molars, suppressed a growl of displeasure. 
It 


was more than he'd had. At least it filled in missing pieces. 
The 


question was now, had Gibson gone rogue? Had he been 
ejected or quit? 


Or was he still working with them? Where was he now? 


He had nothing, no address, no phone number, not even an 
e-mail 


address. GORGON. Switzerland. It wasn"t the largest 
country, but 


Nikita didn"t know where even to begin looking. 


He duly burnt the stack of papers to cover his own ass and 
that of 


his contact. Then he finished his regular reports and filed 
them. Maybe 


| should have given him more credit—maybe he’d have 
trusted me then. 


Why would GORGON want Voronin dead? Nikita knew he 
was 


close to something, but he was clutching at straws now. 
Pulling shit 


from thin air. This wasn"t police work, this was just fantasy. 
Even if he 


started going to every gay club in Switzerland, he doubted 
he'd strike it 


lucky. Needle in haystack didn't begin to cover it. 


He buried his face in his hands, feeling helpless again, and 
he 


loathed that feeling with a passion. This was why he did this 
job. To 


make things happen. Make a difference. There was always 
some 


scumbag that deserved punishment, some asshole that 
needed cutting 


down to size. 


It helped him keep a level head and out of the bottle. Ever 
since 


he'd discovered that he was no better than the men he 
locked up or 


killed, he fought a constant battle to keep sane and 
productive. 


Infiltrating a slaver ring had almost finished him off. Getting 
off on 


violence and humiliating people had brought him face-to- 
face with the 


darkest desires that he had. 


Recognizing the evil in those men and knowing exactly what 
they 


felt had stripped the moral indignation that kept other 
honest policemen 


going, not that there were many of them in Moscow. 


He'd learned the hard way that he was like those scumbags 
but on 


the right side of the law. It didn"t matter, though, when a 
human being 


crumpled at his feet, at his mercy, simply broken. He 
preferred those 


people to be evil, but that was only a gradual difference. 
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BDSM helped him vent those emotions; he was a “natural,” 


Katya had told him. “I can trust you completely, Master,” 
she'd said. 


And it was different. The chemistry changed when the other 
partner 


agreed to it. Trusted him. It was both liberating and 
tempering, required 


control and a tenderness that he couldn"t admit to 
otherwise. Maybe he 


was just scared to be tender at all. He preferred not to think 
about it. 


He also preferred not to think of Chris Gibson, and yet the 
bastard 


had been infiltrating his thoughts when he least expected it. 
It had been 


so exhilarating with him, so different than with Katya. 
Gibson had 


submitted, but he"d fought against it, made taking him a 
real challenge. 


He was unpredictable in the most entertaining of ways. 


Nikita thought of the intricate, carefully placed cuts on 
Katya"s 


back and the impulsive characters he"d cut into the 
American's thigh. 


He wanted to posses the man, wanted to be the one to 
conquer that 


indefatigable bravado. He wanted to be the one to break 
down 


everything Chris Gibson prided in himself. 


But how could he break someone, hardly more than a 
stranger, 


who'd risked his own ass and went against who knew what 
protocols to 


save him from a hit gone wrong? The man was an unnerving 
mass of 


endless unanswerable questions and contradictions. 
He had to find him. 


Had to do... something to get this infatuation out of his 
system. 


Working harder chipped away at the piles of paper on his 
desk, but 


he"d never been a slacker, and there were only so many 
toes he wanted 


to step on per week. So far, the other police and security 
branches 


tolerated him, maybe as some kind of fig leaf, but if he did 
too much, 


even his protection from high above might run out. He"d 
been damned 


lucky to find as much protection as he"d had. He"d been 
lucky, all told, 


had found protection and help during his military service, 
had earned 


respect and repaid it with loyalty. His senior contact likely 
pulled 


strings far, far above him in the Kremlin and Interior Ministry 
to give 


him as much rope as he had. Even giving him a decent 
enough budget, 


few questions asked. He could take the fight to the enemy, 
every now 


and then, and be reasonably sure that he wouldn"t run afoul 
of those 
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law enforcement circles that found it more profitable to 
collaborate 


rather than prosecute. 


Maybe he should go back to London? He had wrapped this 
latest 


case up, he could take a week off. Try to work this out. But 
there were 


simply too many damned gay bars in Europe. He didn"t 
stand a chance 


of finding Chris this time. 


To make matters worse, the situation in Berlin hadn"t 
developed 


as planned. Shkadov must have struck a deal with Zaitsev'"s 


replacement rather than go to war with him. Damn those 
criminals for 


being reasonable and coming to some form of 
understanding. Granted, 


the fact that they could have worked out that a third party 
had killed 


Zaitsev might have something to do with it. The fact that 
they were 


criminal didn"t make them stupid. 


The case was hung with German authorities, wrapped in red 
tape 


inside diplomatic issues and complicated by political dick- 
waving, but 


Nikita stood in the first front line if that case dislodged and 
they could 


operate again. It had been his case, he"d been on the slave 
ring shit for 


half his career, which, in the view of his colleagues, made 
him “a little 


strange” and kept him out of their hair while they took care 
of purely 


domestic crime and kept their palms well-greased. 


The most likely way this would go was that he'd “advise” 
the 


German police on the next raid. The higher-ups were 
wrangling over it. 


Like anything that went through official channels and didn"t 
have the 


direct attention of the government, it would take a while. He 
wondered 


if GORGON had been founded to cut through all that type of 
crap and 


deliver results in a more timely manner. 


CHRIS drummed his hands on the glass conference table. 
“Hey, Steve- 


o, bet you"re thrilled to have us on your team.” 


“Absolutely,” Stefan Wudarczek said with little emotion 
before 


removing his glasses and polishing them. “Hi, John, how are 
you?” 
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“Great, Stefan. This is Andrei. He"s new to GORGON. This 
will 


be his first official assignment.” 


“Wonderful,” Stefan said with even less enthusiasm than 
before. 


Andrei shook Stefan"s hand and sat at the table. “I"ve gone 


through your notes. | think | can be an asset. | spent some 
weeks in 


Berlin, meeting with certain people connected to those 
involved in your 


case. | speak the language fluently.” 


Stefan sat straighter. “Since we pulled out, the language has 
been 


a bit of a weak link for us, actually. We had people on the 
ground, of 


course, but after the raid by the Germans that screwed 
things up for us, 


we had to get them out of there. The other in-house German 
speakers 


are tied up.” 
“I speak some German,” Chris reminded him. 
“Yes, but your fluency is dodgy.” 


“Dodgy? Christ, Steve, you were born in Chicago, stop 
talking 


like a damned Brit.” Chris went to peer out the conference 
room 


windows at the mountains on the horizon. He clenched his 
hands, 


unable to ignore the soft conversation behind him. 
“What"s up with him?” 

“Stress or something,” was John"s embarrassed reply. 
“Hmmm.” 

That did it. 


Chris spun to face the other men. “Look, Wudarczek. Don"t 
give 


me that hmmm shit. You need a marksman handy, I"m your 
man. | 


know how to take care of business.” 


Stefan stood. “I know you do, Chris. | mean no offense, but 
this 


case has been one disaster after another. It"s getting to me, 
| guess. 


Sorry.” 


Chris ran his hand through his hair. “No problem. Look, | 
know 


the basics of what"s going down in Berlin. I"m gonna go 
grab lunch 


while you brief those two.” He turned toward the door, 
refusing to 


acknowledge the look John gave him from the “those two” 
comment. 
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LIKE the good little GORGONites they were, the whole team 
set out 


for Berlin the following morning, and Chris began cursing 
the global 


economy and the cuts in their travel budget almost as soon 
as they 


touched down. GORGON didn"t spring for a commercial 
flight into 


Tegel, which boasted about its passenger-friendly 
convenience. No, 


they had to book them on a charter flight and send them to 
Schonefeld, 


that bastion of inconvenience that had once been the East 
Berlin 


Airport. 


Goddamn Commie holdouts lost his luggage with his new 
Suit in 

it. They probably did it on purpose just because he was 
American. 


John"s and Andrei"s bags came zipping off the carousel no 
problem, 


but his, his were mysteriously AWOL. Bastards. It was only a 
five- 


hundred mile flight; it wasn"t as if they"d traveled half the 
globe with 


layovers and transfers, for chrissakes. 


Damn, he really liked that suit. He"d planned on wearing it 
to pay 


a call on that babe who'd fed him intel the last time. Elsa, 
Ilsa, Lisa— 


something with a “sa” in it. Whatever. He was sure “Babe” 
and 


“Honey” would work just as well after a few glasses of 
champagne and 


a bouquet of roses. 


Smiling to himself, he kept pacing back and forth in front of 
the 


luggage carousel as bag after bag—none of them his—slid 
past. 


New Dolce & Gabbana or no, it was clear ElsallsaLisa 
thought he 


looked good as-is, and once she saw him in the buff— 


A shove from behind interrupted him, and Chris spun ready 
to 


Slug the culprit, International Incident be damned. 


“What are you doing here?” he and Nikita said 
simultaneously. 


Well, he figured it was simultaneously, him speaking English 
and 


Nikita Russian. 
“Business,” Nikita said. “You?” 


“Same.” 
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Nikita made his usual noncommittal grunt. 


God, that was hot. Almost as hot as that animalistic growl 
he 


made when he got off.... “How"s the, you know,” Chris said, 
tapping 


his side. 

“Better.” The Russian stared, his gaze dipping down to hover 
below Chris's waist. “How"s yours? Did it scar over?” 

“Only in your dreams.” 

“Where the hell is my bag?” Nikita asked roughly. 


Chris glanced back. His own had finally shown up. Damn. He 


grabbed it, gave the lock a quick check. At least it didn"t 
look like the 


leftover Commies had ransacked it. “Well. See you around. 
Try not to 


get shot this time, okay, Nicky? I"ll be too busy to save you 
again.” 


On the upside, this un-state-of-the-art airport had one thing 
going 


for it. None of the restrooms in this section leading to the 
main exit 


were operational today. Of course odds were Nikita didn't 
know that, 


as he'd probably just arrived. Chris ditched the out of order 
sign and 


the caution tape and waited just inside the door, peering out 
and 


counting the minutes. 


A slow grin spread across his face when he caught sight of 
Nikita 

headed his way. He flattened himself against the wall and 
waited. As 


soon as he caught a glimpse of Nikita"s sleeve, he yanked 
the other 


man in, spun him, slammed him back into the tile wall, and 
kissed him 


like there was no tomorrow. 
Nikita didn"t resist. Not at all, and Chris pressed in, shifted 


forward so they rubbed against each other, grinding, 
pushing. Why was 


kissing Nikita so goddamned hot, hotter than some people"s 
whole bag 


of tricks? Didn't matter. The man was every bit as solid, 
strong, 


intimidating as he"d always been, no mistaking, no fuzzy 
glow of 


memory sexing things up. 


If anything, he was hotter and more imposing than Chris 
had 


imagined him at night, in the mornings, and in between. The 
kissing 


damn near turned into biting, Nikita"s hand against his 
neck, powerful 


and intent. 
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Chris pushed his hands down Nikita"s front, rubbing the 
outline 


of his dick, getting another growl out of the man. Without 
warning, 


Nikita took control, soun him around and pushed him up 
against the 


wall, face first and dazed. Chris was too thrilled to resist. 
And way too 


hard. If Nikita wanted to fuck him against the wall, he was 
welcome to 


it. Before he realized, his wrists were crossed and zipped 
together with 


plastic restraints. 
“Hey! ” 


“So you don"t run away again,” Nikita said close to his ear, 
his 


warm breath tickling. His hands opened Chris's belt, the 
buttons of his 


jeans, and freed his dick. Chris felt like he"d come if Nikita 
kept 


touching him like that, no-nonsense, not even particularly 
tender, just 


100 percent raw need. The Russian didn"t bullshit once he"d 
made up 


his mind. 


“Not... running,” Chris admitted, feeling Nikita"s splayed 
hand 


between his shoulder blades keeping him pressed into the 
wall. He 


imagined Nikita fumbling out of his trousers with one hand, 
and 


grinned. “Can we use... lube. Spit works, but you"re kinda 
big.” 


“Yas,” 
Chris pressed back as Nikita rummaged through his pockets, 


patting him down with an altogether professional skill. “Ass 
pocket. 


Left side.” 


Nikita found it, and within moments was pressing into him. 
Chris 


pushed back, taking the fat head with reckless abandon. He 
wanted all 


of it, soreness be damned. Nikita wasn"t one for foreplay, 
either, unless 


you counted whips and chains and hot wax. Nikita made 
him feel every 


single inch as he thrust in, working his way into his body as 
if Chris"s 

consent or comfort didn"t matter. Yes. Too goddamned hot. 
He choked 


on his breath when Nikita began to fuck him, crushing his 
body against 


the tiled wall, hands in the small of his back, balled into fists 
with the 


tension and need. 


“You want to be used,” Nikita growled into his ear. “That"s 
what 


I"m doing now. Using your ass. Maybe I"II pull out and come 
in your 


face.” 
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Chris laughed, because, yeah, he could simply do that, and 
Chris 


knew he'd love it. Getting down and dirty while outside, 
people waited 


for their bags and carried on with their day. Surreal, but oh 
so good. 


“That... enough for you?” 
“No.” 


The fucking paused only for a moment as Nikita wrapped a 
hand 


around Chris"s dick to jerk him off in time with his thrusts. 
That very 


nearly finished him immediately. Chris pushed back harder, 
using 


every ounce of strength he possessed to get them both off. 
Not that he 


had many options. 


In that mismatched race, though, Nikita lost it first, coming 
inside 


him rather than in his face, and Chris thought, damn, that 
was probably 


kindness in this guy"s world, before he just stopped thinking 
and came 


with a few more pumps. 


He rested his sweating face against the tiles for a few 
moments 


and noticed how Nikita"s right hand rested flat against his 
chest, the 


other hand on his hip, an oddly tender gesture for the big 
man. 


Christ, he"d begun to be able to read him. Little bits like that 
that 


wouldn"t have seemed important with any other guy or any 
Casual fuck. 


And why was being held while tied up more significant? 
Chris shook 


his head, tried to gather his wits. He wracked his brain for a 
Snarky 


comment to break up the unease gripping him. His thoughts 
froze, and 


the unease melted away when he felt Nikita"s lips on his 
neck. 


“I meant it,” Nikita said. “Where's your hotel?” 


No. No way. John and Andrei were there too. Speaking of 
which, 


they might still be outside. “Where"s yours?” Shouldn"t 
Nikita pull out 


and leave him to clean up? Why wasn"t he? Chris squirmed 
a bit to 


make that point, but Nikita didn"t move. 

“Renting a flat.” 

“Longer assignment, then?” 

“It"s sparse.” 
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Thanks for not answering the question. “How much do we 


need...?” Chris asked, ironic eyebrow lifted. “Can"t take you 
into my 


hotel, my man. I got too many eyes watching.” 


Finally, Nikita pulled away and then loosened the plastic 
Strip 


holding Chris"s wrists. And why did that feel like losing 
something? 


Chris held up his trousers and grabbed some paper tissues 
from the 


wash basins to wipe himself down. 

Nikita did the same, shoved his dick back into his pants and 
zipped up. 

“This is it, then.” 


Shit. No. He didn"t want that. Still, Chris kept his jaw 
clenched, 


his mouth shut to trap the pathetic words that proclaimed 
his neediness 


for the stoic Russian. “Yeah, well, work comes first, right?” 
“Always,” Nikita replied with a cold, appraising stare. 


Chris rinsed his hands, dried them, and reached for his bag. 
Nikita 


continued to stare at him. Damn but he wanted to fold 
under the weight 


of that stare. What the fuck was it between them that struck 
him this 


way? It was such a turn-on, but fuck, it killed his pride. “I"ll 
catch ya 


later, then.” 


“Unless | catch you first.” 


Chris"s cock twitched. “We'll see.” He turned and left while 
he 


had the will, before Nikita Kazakov"s powerful stare froze 
him in place 


once and for all. He walked quickly though the terminal, 
never looking 


back, not wanting to figure out what the hell was attracting 
him to this 


domination bullshit. 


Chris kept moving at a clip until he got outside. Son of a 
bitch. 


Those bastards left him. They"d gotten their bags and 
headed to the 


hotel without him. Fuckers. Wudarczek must be playing 
“Fearless 


Leader.” Total wuss, but always trying to run the show. So 
what if he 


was head of this operation? Didn"t common courtesy come 
into play? 


Bastard. Chris waited a few minutes, scanning the area one 
last time to 


see if a rental or taxi with his erstwhile comrades pulled up, 
but it 


didn"t. Shit. 
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“Follow me.” 


Chris turned, and there in the doorway of the terminal was 
Nikita, 


a set of keys dangling from his powerful hand. 
“I have a ride. It"s cool.” 


Nikita stared, clearly seeing through the bullshit. “Come,” 
he 


ordered. 
Chris felt he actually could, from the way that command slid 


down his spine and gripped his balls from behind. What the 
hell was 


wrong with him? Why was he liking this shit? Still, he picked 
up his 


bag and slipped back inside the terminal to find Nikita a few 
dozen 


yards away. 


That son of a bitch hadn"t even waited to see if he followed. 
He"d 


gone right on his way absolutely cocksure Chris would do 
his bidding. 


Um, Skippy, that"s exactly what you are doing, Chris"s 
wounded 


pride reminded him. 


Okay, so technically he was, but it wasn'"t like that at all. He 
was 


no one's bitch. He was following because he needed the 
ride. 


When they arrived at the lot where Nikita"s rental was 
waiting, 


the Russian stowed his gear in the trunk, tossed Chris"s into 
the back 


seat. “What's your hotel?” 
“The Concorde.” 
Nikita snorted. “The heart of old West Berlin, it figures.” He 


glanced over and grinned. “Come East, young comrade, it"s 
where the 


action is.” 
Holy shit. Kazakov was fucking flirting with him. 
And he liked it! 


Suppressing a grin, Chris flipped him the finger and settled 
back 


in the passenger seat. “So where is your favorite kind of 
action? That 


kind of club where Katya hangs? It"s all right but pretty 
seedy if you 


ask me.” 
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Nikita glanced over before pulling from the lot onto the 
street. 


“There are one or two places I"m keen to visit, time 
permitting.” 


“So what brings you back here? Kind of soon to show your 
face, 


isn"t it?” 


“They don"t actually know my face, unless someone 
enlightened 


them.” 


Chris sat up. “Don"t go there. | got your ass out of that 
apartment, 


just in the nick of time as | recall.” 
“So you did.” 


The lightness of spirit the Russian"s unexpected flirting had 


brought died swiftly in the silence that fell between them. It 
always 


came back to Andrei, didn"t it, and the way Chris had 
“betrayed” him. 


Andrei. Fuck. 


The last thing he needed was to be dropped at the hotel and 
have 


John and Andrei hanging around outside. 


“Do me a favor,” Chris said when they came to a stoplight. 
“Drop 


me at the Balzac Coffee on Hardenbergstrasse.” 
“Why?” 


“I"m jonesing for a caramel fucking latte, okay? What's it to 
you 


anyway?” 


Nikita pulled through the intersection when the light 
changed. He 


remained silent as he picked up the pace, winding his way 
through the 


congested streets. Finally he deigned to reply. “I was 
curious. I"m on 


my own time "til later.” 


Chris glanced over and then refixed his attention to the road 


ahead. He was flirting again. Even extending a fucking 
invitation? 


“Jet lag makes me miserable,” Chris said by way of apology. 
Nikita laughed. God, what a deep, sexy laugh he had, humor 
tinged with a coating of cynicism. 


“You came from Switzerland. It"s hardly a lag-producing 
trip.” 
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“How the fuck do you know where | came from? What else 
do 


you just happen to know?” 
Looking over to deliver a smirk, Nikita made a sharp left and 


sped down the street, pulling to a stop near the coffee shop. 
“I'd tell 


you, but we're out of time. Enjoy your coffee.” 


Chris glared. He wanted to punch the info out of Nikita but 
knew 


it was futile. The big guy wouldn"t talk. Not now anyway. 
With a 


muttered “fuck you,” Chris pulled his bag from the rear seat 
and got out, 


Slamming the car door shut. 
That Russian bastard had the balls to stick his hand out the 
window and wave before disappearing back into traffic. 


Chris decided to get that coffee after all. He stopped 
halfway 


through the front door. Shit, he"d told the Russian where he 
was staying. 


Why the fuck had he told him the truth? 


CHAPTER 9 
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Chapter 9 


“SPARSE” didn"t begin to cover the place Nikita used as a 
base for 


operations. A one-room apartment chosen for anonymity as 
much as 


the one narrow bed and the walls that accommodated his 
way of 


planning a mission. What he needed he carried in one bag, 
and it was 


back to a diet of protein shakes and take-away. 


Sometimes he wondered what it might be like to have more 
than 


that—but not on his salary, not with his job. Smashing up a 
criminal"s 


place was part driven by envy, he figured, but he didn"t 
investigate that 


emotion further. No consequence. 


There was an exceedingly cheap gym around the corner. 
They 


issued “day passes” and were open 24/7. The types working 
out there 


were bouncers, the jobless and unemployed, social security 
cases, and 


students. He fit right in with the bouncers. 


Chris Gibson, at least, had given his game away, and Nikita 
felt 


he was relaxing somewhat and far too much for his own 
good. Naming 


the hotel had not been a smart move. It could have been a 
ruse, but no, 


it had come out too easily. A true slip of the tongue. 


If Chris had come from Switzerland, it was likely he"d been 


briefed by GORGON. Now it seemed likely that GORGON had 
killed 


Andrei (why, he didn't know) or Chris had been 
moonlighting as a 


hired hand for the Russian mobsters. Who wouldn"t jump at 
the chance 


to pick up five million for a little side assignment? 
But the fact that Chris was now here—on GORGON's orders, 


most likely—could mean that Chris was taking an interest in 
Shkadov. 


That was why he had been on the scene when Zaitsev had 
lost his head. 
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Which meant they were likely after the same target. 
Interesting. Maybe 


they could strike a deal, but not before Nikita knew what 
was going on. 


Chris would have to give more of his game away, but for the 
moment 


Nikita just fit in all the bits of information that he had and 
compiled a 


working hypothesis, which he'd test later. 


He finished his workout, had a bite to eat, then went for a 
long 


shower, remembering the way Chris had felt against him, 
that stubborn 


resistance, the way he always tried to squirm out of any 
tight spot. 


Chris tied up, gagged, blindfolded, opened up with a 
spreader bar that 


kept his ankles apart while he knelt, chest on the ground, 
wrists chained 


to his ankles... yes. He could see that, and wanted to see it, 
soon. Chris 


fired his imagination up like no other partner. 
Katya was totally different. With her there was no struggle 


involved, just the fascinating game of finding and exploring 
and then 


pushing limits, that utter trust. Chris would never get there, 
even 


though something in him seemed to scream “please force 
me” or 


“please get me there.” Nikita didn"t doubt that when he did 
get Chris 


there, it would be mind-blowing. 


Though not quite mind-blowing, Nikita found the next few 
days 


utterly fascinating as he watched Chris Gibson at his hotel, 
unaware 


that a bribed maid, an acquaintance of Katya'"s, had planted 
a tiny 


camera in the room he shared with another man, no doubt 
another agent 


of GORGON. Chris had played that camera trick on him first, 
after all. 


He got hard at first seeing them together, expecting to be 
given 


quite the show, but it became evident in minutes that there 
was no love 


lost between them. Surprising, really, considering the 
attractiveness of 


the spectacled bookish man who was endlessly poring over 
documents. 


Documents Nikita couldn"t see from the camera"s vantage 
point. He 


regretted not providing a sound-capable device, but the 
decision had 


been spur of the moment when Katya had introduced the 
Ukrainian girl 


to him. 


He did, however, get a glimpse of Chris jerking off in the 
early 


morning hours, his companion asleep and unaware in the 
second bed. 


There had also been a brief encounter with an Asian who 
must have 


been a lover at one time. The concern he showed to Chris 
was palpable 
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even without sound and the soft kiss he planted upon 
Chris"s cheek 


when leaving an unmistakably intimate gesture. He exited 
viaa 


connecting door to an adjoining room. So GORGON had sent 
a full 


team. Interesting. 


This afternoon had been interesting as well, with Chris 
returning 


to the room alone and pounding his fist into the wall in 
frustration. He 


stripped down, changed into workout clothes, and stormed 
from the 


room. 


Nikita had driven to the hotel, and now, sitting in a dark 
corner of 


the hotel bar, he saw Chris return to the room, his 
expression still tense, 


his taut muscles glistening with a sheen of sweat. He 
stripped as he 


walked across the room and disappeared into the bathroom. 


Nikita exited the bar, taking the stairs up, letting himself in 
with a 


passkey acquired from room service. 


A bath was running in the bathroom, and Chris was on the 
floor, 


doing push-ups like a man possessed, like he had to bleed 
the energy 


and strength from his body some way. Nikita put the “Do 
Not Disturb” 


sign out and allowed the door to click audibly shut. 


“What is it now, John?” Chris asked, the frustration and 
anger 


thick in his voice. He glanced over his shoulder, saw Nikita, 
and 


paused, and then got to his feet, looking just as angry and 
lost as he had 


the last times. 
“Nothing. Just checking on you.” 
“How the fuck did you get....” 


Nikita was before him in an instant, his knife in his hands, 
the flat 


of the blade clicking innocently against his thumbnail. “Turn 
the water 


off before it overflows.” 

“Fuck you.” 

“Have it your way, then.” Nikita turned to leave. 
“Wait.” 

Nikita stayed facing the door until the water stopped. 


“What do you want?” 
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Nikita gave him a long look, taking in each sweaty, hard 
inch, his 


gaze lingering on the cock that had grown enormously in 
just a few 


seconds. “I want what we both want.” 


“Not now. Not here.” 


Nikita grinned and tapped the knife against his thumbnail 
once 


more. “Afraid your roommate will appear? Can"t say I"d 
mind. He"s 


attractive enough. Strikes me as straight, though. Nota 
problem, you 


understand. I"m sure you could bring him around.” Teasing, 
testing 


limits. Feeding Chris some of his own bitter medicine. 

“I don"t want to. Not now.” 

“You don"t but....” Nikita gestured to Chris"s erection. 

“Fine, fuck me and get the hell out.” 

Nikita unzipped and pulled his own cock free. Just a few lazy 
jerks had him ready. “Suck me first.” 


“Bastard.” The epithet was halfhearted at best, and Chris 
dropped 


to his knees on the cold tiled floor, gripped the base of 
Nikita"s cock, 


and took in as much as he could. 
Nikita groaned, biting down on a gentle curse. He hadn"t 


anticipated Chris would be that good at blowing, but it 
figured, didn"t 


it? Chris was by far more experienced and, right now, 
incredibly eager. 


He didn"t need encouragement, but Nikita still placed his 
hand against 


the man's neck, holding him, feeling the head move back 
and forth on 


his cock, feeling that hot mouth, the clever tongue. He 
pushed forward 


a little, swaying on his feet. Getting head from a man 
wasn't that 


different, he thought, only that, maybe, Chris was better. He 
knew what 


felt good. Nikita forced himself to focus rather than get lost 
in the 


sensation. He"d come in Chris"s mouth later. Not this time. 
“What were 


you thinking of? When you jerked off during the night?” 


Chris let Nikita"s dick pop from his mouth and glanced up. 
“So 


you came here to fuck my mind too?” 

“No point in the sex if | leave out your mind, is there?” 
“I hate you.” 
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“You hate yourself for liking this.” Nikita slid his hand along 
the 


top of Chris"s head, grabbed the short strands and tugged. 
“You like 


being controlled by me.” 

“Fuck you.” 

“Suck me.” 

Chris glared up, yet remained on his knees. Both desire and 


indignation glittered in his eyes. Yet he didn"t protest. He 
lowered his 


head, slid his hot, experienced mouth around Nikita"s cock, 
and 


continued, adding to the experience by reaching into 
Nikita"s pants to 


massage his balls with the perfect amount of pressure, his 
tongue and 


lips continuing their tease. 


Nikita closed his eyes and let it consume him, rocking with 
the 


rhythm Chris set up, fucking that moist mouth. So close. So 
good, 


consuming his senses, his reason. 


He was barely aware of sounds beyond the bathroom door, 
hardly 


heard the knock and the scrape of the door opening. 


“Chris. John and Stefan—” The words broke off into a gasp, 
the 


door slammed shut, and then another. 
Nikita jerked away, sudden recognition destroying the mood 


utterly, despite Chris"s skill. Fuck. He pushed his cock back 
into his 


trousers and was about to head to the door when Chris 
blocked his path. 


“Don't.” 


It wasn't about finishing the sex. Chris was preventing him 
from 


following that man. “Was that who I think it was?” 


Chris stared at him, his lips still moist, and Nikita wanted to 
kiss 


him the way he looked right now. 
“It was nobody important.” 


“So you"d have me believe.” It would be child"s play to 
shove 


Chris aside, and yet he didn"t. “You didn't kill him.” 
“I"ve killed a lot of men.” 


“Not Andrei Voronin.” 


“Andrei Voronin is long gone.” 
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“You didn"t betray and murder him.” 

Chris exhaled, looking resigned. Defeated. It didn"t suit him, 
looked utterly wrong on the man. “No, | didn"t.” 

“Why the fuck didn"t you tell me? | almost killed you for it!” 
Nikita knew he was almost shouting, but he couldn"t stop it. 
“That's the risk in my job.” Chris still stood his ground, 


unapologetic and unafraid. “He got what everyone dreams 
of at some 


point in their life. The chance to start over from scratch. Let 
him have 


it.” 


What had his contact written? Unorthodox methods of 
recruiting? 


It made sense. Andrei Voronin had been recruited into 
GORGON. 


Everything else was a ruse, and Chris Gibson had betrayed 
nobody, just 


covered a teammate's ass. Fuck. He"d never been so wrong 
reading 


somebody. Never. “Why didn"t you tell me?” 


Chris gave a hollow laugh. “On what grounds, Nicky? On 
what 


fucking grounds?” He shook his head and half-turned away, 
before 


Nikita placed a hand on his shoulder. He could feel the man 
tense under 


the touch but he didn"t attack him. 
“| apologize.” 

“Yeah, whatever.” 

“What do you want from me, Chris?” 


His laugh was bitter, and Nikita wasn"t sure if it was 
directed at 


him or inward. “Fuck if | know.” 


Nikita gave his shoulder a squeeze. “Get your bath. We'"'ll 
talk 


later.” 
“No, | should go talk to Andrei.” Chris stared at the bathtub, 
looking forlorn. 


“Then do that.” Nikita pulled a card from his pocket and 
wrote his 


cell phone number down. “Call me.” 

“Yeah.” Chris just remained standing when Nikita left. 
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THE water had long gone cold when Chris decided to go for 
the bath, 


and he slid down into the tub, letting it cover his face. He 
briefly 


considered opening his mouth and drowning himself but 
decided that 


would be a fucked-up end to a fucked-up life, and he"d 
rather go out on 


the wrong end of a bullet. 
Someone else"s, not his own. 


He washed up and got out, already hearing the buzz of 
angry little 


bees in the adjoining room as he wrapped the towel around 
his waist 


and exited. 
There they were: Stefan Wudarczek by the desk, glancing up 


from the portable printer attached to his laptop, his 
expression that of 


an affronted school headmaster forced to deal with his most 


problematic student. John, smugly wearing his most holier- 
than-thou 


aura, and Andrei, sitting at the foot of Stefan"s bed looking 
like he 


wanted to throw up. 


Stefan snatched a couple papers from the printer one after 
another. 


“You"re alone now?” 


“I don't think you three would be here if | wasn"t.” Chris 
dressed, 


black jeans, button-down blue shirt. 
John breathed a weary sigh. 


God, that had gotten on his last nerve these past few 
months. “Get 


it over with, John. Give me the „I told you so" and fuck off.” 
He sat in 


an upholstered chair between the windows, pulled on socks 
and a pair 


of black lace-up boots. 


“It wouldn"t do any good. It's like | don"t know you 
anymore.” 


John sat next to Andrei, rubbed his hand across the 
Russian"s back. 


Stefan came forward, held out the papers he'd printed to 
Chris. 


“You're off the mission, and | hope to fuck you haven"t 


compromised what little we"ve held onto after that botched 
raid.” 


Chris took the papers and tossed them to the floor. “I didn"t 


compromise jack shit. | don"t do that.” 
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“It doesn't matter,” Stefan said. “I won"t have you on this 
case.” 


He pointed at the paperwork. “There's the word from on 
high, and 


there's your e-ticket back to Geneva. | suggest you clear out 
your desk 


once you get there. | don"t think you"Il need it much 
longer.” 


Chris picked up the papers and stood. He tore them one by 
one 


and threw the pieces back at Stefan. “Fuck you. Fuck your 
mission, and 


fuck GORGON for all | care.” 


He tossed his clothes into his suitcase and snapped it shut. 
“Chris...” 


Chris stopped at the door, turned to John. He couldn"t deny 
that 


he cared for the guy, him and Andrei both, but sometimes 
three was too 


much of a crowd. “I hope to God they bring in a shooter who 
will 


watch your back, babe. You be careful. These Russians are 
some mean 


motherfuckers.” 


“Chris, I"m sorry,” Andrei said, sounding so miserable it 
made 


Chris"s heart clench. Fuck him. Not for walking in on him 
and Nikita, 


but for finding that weak spot. 


“Good luck with this shit,” he muttered, to himself more 
than 


Andrei, and he was out of the door, his heart beating 
painfully under 


the roof of his skull. He half-expected John or Andrei to come 
after him, 


but that was an idle hope. They"d talked this through while 
he"d been in 


the bath, made up their minds, and presented a unified 
front against the 


renegade. 
Fuck them. He hadn"t betrayed GORGON. How was it that 


people kept thinking he was a traitor? Nikita thought he"d 
betrayed 


Andrei, now his teammates—ex-teammates—thought he'd 
betrayed 


GORGON. What the fuck. 


And who'd back these guys up? Andrei was a rookie, Stefan 
was 


more a researcher than a fighter, and John would have his 
hands full 


just watching Andrei"s back, let alone taking the fight to the 
enemy. 


Fuck. 


He stood outside the hotel, at a loss as to where to turn in 
this 


foreign city, with its unfamiliar skyline and dour natives. The 
anger and 
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disorientation was a low hum in his bones. Cut loose. Just 
like that. For 


fucking the wrong guy. Why did they care, anyway? 


He went into a Starbucks, mostly because it didn"t serve 
alcohol, 


and settled with a large coffee. Cell phone sitting on the 
table in front 


of him. Not on silent. No calls came in. 
It’s like | don’t know you anymore. 


That makes two of us, buddy. Chris fingered the card Nikita 
had 


given him. Well, if he was officially suspended, he could at 
least meet 


the Russian and fuck him, get fucked, whatever. Might as 
well scratch 


that itch that was driving him insane. Sex was one way to 
take his mind 


off things. It wouldn"t compromise the mission, either. And it 
wasn't 


like he had anywhere else to go. 


He picked up the phone, punched in two numbers, and then 
shut it 


down. He was not some Moany Mary who had to go running 
to his Big 


Daddy because he'd gotten his hand slapped. And the last 
thing he 


needed was to have Nikita be all gaga over the fact that 
Andrei was still 


alive and ready for whatever plucking had given him that 
hard-on for 


the guy in the first place. 


Fuck. He couldn"t win for losing these days. Maybe he could 
re- 


enlist in the military. He wasn"t near the upper age limit, 
and they 


certainly could use the skills they"d taught him in some 
place in 


Afghanistan. 


Then again, with his luck that prick Wudarczek would see 
that 


GORGON HR made no secret that he"d been openly bisexual 
during 


his stint with them. They had no grounds for kicking him 
out. He 


hadn"t compromised the mission. Once in Geneva, he"d 
take that to the 


Dragon Lady. 
Bastards. 


Maybe he should just go do what everyone was so ready to 


accuse him of—take a walk on the wild side and work for the 
Bad 


Guys. It was certainly lucrative, judging from the kind of 
money the 


criminals tossed around. But most criminals who could get 
him in were 


locked up or dead. Apart from Shkadov, who was the next 
on the list. 


He could tip Shkadov off. Question was, how would he react 
to that, 
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and would that change any of the things Nikita and 
GORGON had in 


store for the criminal? He should fly back to Switzerland and 
talk to the 


Dragon Lady. Maybe grovel a bit, but she"d only send him to 
one of 


those psychological evaluations, and wasn"t that a joy, 
being asked just 


about everything with a polygraph attached. 


He eyed the phone with increasing desperation. John knew 
him 


better than that. He did. 
It’s like | don’t know you anymore. 


Maybe he could at least explain this to John? John had to 
know 


he wouldn"t just fly back and clear out his desk. Then why 
did the 


bastard not call him to talk some sense into him, or 
whatever John 


would call it? That felt like betrayal. 
And yet there he sat, doing nothing beyond feeling sorry for 


himself and dicking around with a cell phone game until his 
battery had 


run down. Only then did he leave the coffee shop, to find a 
seat in the 


sun to use his solar charger. 


He noticed the tail a little later than he should have and 
cursed his 


GORGON ex-teammates for both the mental distraction and 
the 


Shadow. Holy fuck. Did he really come across as that level of 
a 


traitorous bastard? 


Christ. Maybe he needed to use this unexpected vacation to 
hone 


his people skills. Well, if they wanted a juicy report to send 
back to HQ, 


he"d give them one. 


NIKITA waited, eye on his phone, in a parked car, staying 
close 


enough to have a strong signal. When Chris moved after a 
good two 


hours, it was toward the parties and night clubs, where, 
knowing the 


man, he"d pick up some form of company or other and take 
care of that 


frustration. One of them had to give, he thought, and wasn'"t 
it ironic it 


would be him? 


He followed Chris to a nearby club, with enough distance 
that 


Chris wouldn"t see him. When the signal paused, he knew 
Chris must 
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have checked in his jacket, so he went into the club, too, 
spending the 


next fifteen minutes looking for him in the cold blue strobe 
lights. 


There he was, pushed up against the bar, looking pale in the 
blue light. 


His neck was bent; he didn"t scan the crowd for somebody 
to chat up. 


In fact, he looked tired, worried, and sad. Nikita moved 
closer, right 


next to him, and placed a hand between Chris"s shoulder 
blades. 


“I was waiting for your call.” 


Chris swallowed, hard, but didn"t push him away, didn"t 
even 


turn. 
“I wanted you to call,” Nikita added. 


“Yeah, well, | wanted lots of shit | never got.” Chris sipped 
his 


beer but did not look up. “I imagine you know all about that 
with good 


ol" Andrei, eh?” 
“Wanting and needing are different things, aren't they?” 


Chris"s muscles tensed beneath his hand, and Nikita rubbed 
his 


palm up and across the tight shoulders. 


Had he ever wanted or needed anything as much as he did 
this 


man"s submission? 


Chris pulled away, glanced over. “This is fucked up, is what 
it is.” 


Nikita nodded. “So much in the world is.” 
“Don"t you have work to do?” 


Nikita shrugged. “It"s a quiet night, all things considered.” 
He 


placed his hand on Chris"s back once more. Chris did not 
pull away, 


and his glance lingered for one telling moment. 


“I"m not a replacement for Andrei,” Chris said. “Not your 
next 


best thing.” 


“Andrei Alexeyevich made me aware of something | wanted. 
| 


needed him to be safe. | promised him he'd be safe. My 
failure to keep 


him alive was what... made me hate you.” Nikita brushed 
against Chris. 


This wasn"t about guilt anymore. “That was all it was. 
Avenging his 


trust.” 
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“At least you'll stop now, going on and on about it.” Chris 
hung 


his head. “That shit was getting old.” 


There was the need, couched in vague terms, veiled 
innuendo. 


Would Chris ever admit it aloud? Had he even admitted it to 
himself? 


“Did he see it? Did he tell you what it meant?” 


Chris looked up once more, shifted his stance so that his 
stamp of 


ownership was facing away, hidden. 
“It"s sick bullshit that will fade. It already has.” 


“The meaning will remain. Indefinitely.” He reached over, 
took 


Chris"s glass, and finished the beer in one gulp. “The time 
for playing 


games has passed. Come.” 


“What the hell, | was looking to get laid anyway.” Chris 
pushed 


himself away from the bar, turned, the sense of exhaustion 
palpable 


around him. 


Here was a man who'd fought as long as he could, not 
unlike a 


stallion that had to be broken before he could be trained. 
There was still 


resistance, but it wasn"t as fierce anymore, tempered by the 
need for 


acceptance. A gaping, hollow wound marked the man, a 
desperate need 


to be touched and explored and eventually filled. 


Chris stopped by the coat check, grabbed his jacket and a 
Suitcase 


from the girl in charge of the wardrobe. Nikita didn"t 
comment on that, 


but it explained why Chris was so frayed around the edges. 
Some kind 


of fight, undoubtedly including the Asian who'd had the air 
of a lover. 


He wished he'd left that camera when he"d exited the room. 
Even 


without sound it would have been telling. But that would 
never do. 


They"d undoubtedly searched, and if it was found, all fingers 
would 


have pointed to Chris. He didn"t set up anyone unless they 
deserved the 


fall. 


Leading the way to his car, Nikita took them to the club 
where 


Katya had once worked as a cocktail waitress. It wasn"t the 
more 


hardcore place like the one in London where they"d 
sometimes played. 


This club was posh, strictly vanilla on the main floor, but up 
above, the 
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businessmen and bored couples came to dally in slightly 
more wicked 


pleasures. 


Here they could watch discreetly. He could make Chris see 
what 


freedom and release he could have if only he'd let go of 
that impudent 


facade he clung to for support. 


CHRIS noticed the traffic upstairs and back down, and felt 
Nikita 


watching him, as if waiting for something. Finally, he picked 
up his 


glass and headed upstairs, too, Nikita following closely. 
There was a 


face check at a door, but security let them in, no questions 
asked. 


Up here, the interior was upper class, leather, chrome, low 
light, 


but sexually charged as hell. He sank down on one of the 
designer 


couches and noticed a guy not too far away giving another 
guy a blow 


job. While wearing a leash. God. That image went right into 
his groin, 


and it didn"t help that Nikita noticed, and placed a strong 
hand around 


his bulge, possessive more than protective. Gradually, as his 
eyes 


adjusted to the low light, he noticed that wasn"t the only 
thing going on. 


The room was huge, and there were a couple two-way 
mirrors at 


intervals along the perimeter. “You brought me to a 
bourgeois peep 


show, huh? Classy.” He raised his drink. Then he got up to 
take in the 


sights. 


Some slap and tickle and fuzzy handcuffs between a middle- 
aged 


couple, a three-way with a dumpy balding guy and two nice 
twenty- 


somethings. Chris raised his glass. Way to go, old dude. He 
moved past 


the unoccupied space and stopped in front of a mirror giving 
a view of 


a guy who bore a passing resemblance to Nikita as far as 
build and 


coloring. 
The guy was alone, waiting patiently, the crop in his hand, 


Slapping gently against his leather-clad leg. From behind a 
folding 


screen came a guy, nothing special, kind of a Joe Average, 
but there 


was something about him, something about his stance that 
said he was 


nobody's bitch outside these walls. 
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He watched the guys talk. It wasn"t bedroom flirtation. It 
looked 


more serious. More like business. 


“They"re setting limits,” Nikita said, coming up behind him, 
SO 


close he could feel the Russian"s body heat. 
“Shouldn"t that happen before the clothes come off?” 


“It probably did, if the Dom is any good. It never hurts to 
reiterate 


things. Don"t you review your plan before a big job?” 
“Yeah, well.” 


“This is no different,” Nikita said, with way too much 
amusement 


in his tone. “He looks like some kind of executive, maybe in 
finances, 


or politics,” Nikita murmured. “That kind of power 
sometimes cries out 


to be purged.” 


Purged? Interesting choice of words. Chris watched, 
breathless, at 


how the two men kept each other's gazes. The tables could 
just as 


easily be turned, he thought. There was no cringing 
subservience 


anywhere in the second guy. 


Once the men had struck their deal, the Dom made the sub 
get 


into some kind of metal and leather rack, bent over, 
securing him there 


with leather straps, checking the tightness of each restraint 
before he 


moved on, until the guy was completely immobile. Tension 
in his body 


betrayed anticipation, maybe fear. The Dom stepped back 
and circled 


the restrained man, tip of the crop tracing the lines of the 
other's body, 


nothing short of meticulous, even tender, the spine, the 
neck, the face, 


and back again. 


Chris stared at the scene, could only imagine what was 
going on 


in both their heads. One helpless, the other in control. And 
both had 


agreed to this. He felt Nikita"s hand between his shoulder 
blades, knew 


the man could feel him breathe, knew that Nikita was 
watching both 


him and the scene before them. He remembered Katya"s 
Submission to 


Nikita, and what she'd said. 
He'll take care of you. He’s the best. 


The cuts left by Nikita itched on his thigh, a reminder of the 
rush 


he'd felt when Andrei had translated the Cyrillic. This is 
mine. God 
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help him. He wanted to be Nikita Kazakov"s pet. He set his 
drink on 


the little ledge below the mirror window. He turned, stared 
into those 


icy Russian eyes, his blood heating and pulsing, bringing 
him back 


alive after being dead inside. “Let's do this.” 


Nikita blinked but did not move. 


Fucker. 
“This isn't a game for me. Not anymore. If that"s what you 


want....” Chris nodded toward the slap and tickle crowd at 
the other 


window. 
He sucked in his breath, stepped forward, his chest bumping 


Nikita"s. His voice was low, barely controlled, and he didn"t 
know how 


long he could keep it that way. 


“Don"t you fucking get it? | don"t know what | want. | always 
did, 


but then you and your knife fucked with my head.” He only 
hoped that 


Nikita wouldn"t make him beg for it. He couldn"t do that. 
But then he 


had no clue what he was capable of until he tried it. “Guess 
that means 


you win, asshole.” 


Nikita"s lips curved into a small smile. “No, it means you 
win.” 


“Whatever. Let"s do this.” 


There was a door in the wall, and behind it, some guy witha 


board in back of him with keys. Four keys were still on there. 
Nikita 


reached out and received a key. One hand on Chris"s 
shoulder, he 


steered him to one of the empty rooms and closed the door 
behind him. 


Chris knew that the mirror wasn"t a mirror, that just about 
anybody 


could watch them, but he didn"t think John or Andrei had 
followed him 


here, and well, if a tail from GORGON had, let them report 
back that 


he was doing this with a potential enemy operative. They 
could have 


full video coverage for all he cared. 
“What are your limits, Chris?” Nikita asked. 


“| have no idea.” Chris felt his heart beat so hard he was 
nearly 


dizzy. “| mean, you fucking cut me on our first date.” 


“Second.” 
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“Whatever.” Chris gave a laugh that held little humor. 
“Don"t piss 


on me, | guess.” 
“That's not my thing,” Nikita said. 
Could he be more fucking deadpan if he tried? 


Chris ran his hand through his hair. Christ. He was sweating. 
He 


hadn"t been this nervous the first time he"d fucked a guy, 
or girl for that 


matter. He doubted he could even get it up. Was that even 
the point of 


this little exercise? He wasn"t sure. 


He hadn"t noticed the balloon shade above the mirror until 
Nikita 


broke away and unfurled it, giving them privacy. 
So, not a show for the masses. Nikita wasn"t using him to 
entertain any of his friends. 


“If you don"t trust me, it doesn"t work for either of us,” 
Nikita 


said softly, as if reading his mind. 
Chris simply stood there watching, his hands sliding into the 


pockets of his pants. “I don"t trust many people in my line of 
work. Do 


you?” 
“Precious few. Only two of late. Katya is one.” 


Shit. No. Chris broke eye contact. He ran his hands through 
his 


hair again and looked up. Fuck, the Russian was too 
unreadable. He 


turned away. 


It wasn't what he thought, was it? The second person. He 
could 


only think of two choices, and either way, this wasn't good. 
Was it? 


What was wrong with him? Why did he feel so utterly fucked 
in 


the head? 
“You are the second one, but you know that. You should.” 


“I know nothing anymore.” Chris wanted to pace, fight, ram 
his 


head against the wall, but instead began to unbutton his 
Shirt. 


Something to do with his hands. “I used to trust John. Maybe 
Andrei. 


But they cut me loose.” 


Nikita simply watched him, unmovable as a rock. 
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“They don"t trust me anymore. Why do you?” 


“I guess that happens when somebody sticks a hand into 
my guts 


to get a bullet out.” Nikita gave the hint of a smile. “Nothing 
to prove. | 


know what you"re made of.” 


No, you don"t, Chris thought, but it was a reflex. He shed 
the shirt. 


The boots came off next, followed by the socks, the pants, 
the 


boxer briefs. He stood before the fully clothed Nikita naked, 
afraid, yet 


not. What did he feel? Anticipation? Yes. Trust? Maybe. Fear? 
No, not 


that. 

“What do you want, Chris?” 

The words wouldn"t come, partly because he didn"t know. 
Everything, anything didn"t seem to fit. But maybe they did. 
He didn"t fucking know! 


His heart was pounding, the blood pumping everywhere, 
even to 


his dick. 


“I want you, | know that.” He gestured down. “Pretty 
obvious.” 


“It"s mutual.” Nikita cupped his own bulge. 
Damn, his mouth was dry. He wished he'd kept that drink. 


“| want... I....” He stopped, took a deep breath, waited while 


stubborn pride and desires waged a silent war inside him. 
He shifted his 


stance, let his fingers brush against the healed cuts. Shit. 
He wanted 


them back. 


“1...” He took one final deep breath, exhaled it sharply. “l 
want 


what you wrote. If I"m yours, prove it. Take me, use me, I"Il 
do it. | 


want it. Anything. | don"t care. | want to try it all. With you.” 


Nikita didn"t react, and part of Chris panicked. Here he was, 
laid 


bare, and the fucking Russian didn"t even answer! But then 
he noticed 


that something in Nikita"s face and eyes had changed. 
Softened. 


Opened. 


He wanted to be touched, dammit, but Nikita didn"t make a 
move 


on him despite his enormous erection. Could Nikita get any 
bigger? He 
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doubted it. Just anticipation. Just because of him. He liked 
being the 


cause of that boner. He wanted to drive Nikita wild with 
wanting him. 


All this cut both ways, he realized. 


“II show you the ropes, Chris.” Nikita"s voice was low and 
firm. 


“II show you what it means. | won"t abuse that power. 
What"s your 


safe word?” 


Chris drew a deep breath, feeling the significance of all this 
like a 


weight on his chest. He wanted to get through the fine print 
and on to 


the good stuff. Something. A word he"d remember. 
Something that 


would not normally come up during sex. “Sniper.” 
Nikita nodded. “How long do you want to play?” 
“Until they kick us out?” Chris grinned. 


Nikita"s expression remained serious, though his eyes still 
held 


that touch of softness. He kicked off his sturdy shoes, 
removed his gun 


holster and knife and set them on one of the small tables. 
He moved to 


stand before Chris, that steady, powerful gaze of his the 
sexiest thing 


Chris had ever seen. 
“Undress me.” 
“Now we're talking.” 


Nikita grabbed his forearm, squeezed until it began to hurt. 
“No 


joking and no touching beyond what"s necessary.” 
“Fine.” 
Nikita held the grip a moment longer and then released him. 


Chris went about his task with care, getting more turned on 
with 


each button he unfastened on the crisp white shirt. He 
pulled the 


Shirttails loose and removed the gray sport coat, taking his 
time peeling 


it off Nikita"s muscular shoulders and down his arms the 
way a Stripper 


might undress himself. 


He peeled off the shirt next, dying to touch the mark left by 
the 


bullet wound. He wanted to soothe the still reddened flesh 
with a kiss, a 


soft lick, but he didn"t try. 
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He undid Nikita"s belt, unzipped and pulled down his dark 
jeans. 


He was going commando, so that was a nice visual treat. 


Chris licked his lips but didn"t dive on that hard, thick cock 
the 


way he wanted to. He tapped Nikita"s calf, pulled off the left 
sock, then 


the right, and placed them across the other things he"d set 
atop the table. 


Nikita backed away, took his sheathed knife from the 
bottom of 


the pile, and gestured Chris to approach. 


“It surprised me that time in London, the way you didn"t 
even 


flinch when I used this on you.” 


“Never let "em....” Chris stopped the quip before it could 
escape. 


“I"ve been in tough situations. That one didn"t seem so 
bad.” 


“Very good.” Nikita touched the sheathed blade to the 
center of 


Chris"s chest and slowly walked around him, dragging the 
leather 


across Chris"s skin, enough pressure to make it felt, enough 
to signal 


that if he chose to free the blade, Chris would face serious 
injury. 


He circled again, slid the knife sheath from the back of 
Chris"s 


neck down the length of his spine, pausing at the crack of 
his ass. 


Chris exhaled. Kinky shit, and he could see himself going 
further, 


taking the hilt up inside, feeling the scrape of the grip 
against him. But 


that wasn't to be. Nikita pulled the knife back. 


“There are things in the closet. Bring them, a spreader bar, 
a 


blindfold. A dildo, the biggest one you think you can take. 
No, the next 


size up from that.” 


Chris"s cock twitched at that order, but he wanted 
something 


inside, even if it was just plastic. He opened the closet, 
staring at the 


assortment of gear. Lube and condoms provided too. Fuck, a 
butt plug 


with a horsetail attached. Jesus. Dildos in various materials, 
ranging 


from naturalistic flesh-colored and silicone to metal and 
glass. 


The blindfold was easiest. This one didn"t look so different 
from 


the ones he"d worn on overnight flights. The spreader bar 
was a Sturdy 


piece with cuffs attached. Now, choice of dildo. Nikita 
doubtlessly 


watched carefully which he chose. What the hell. 
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He took a silicone one, measured it against his hand, 
comparing it 


to the biggest one he owned, and then took the next larger. 
Not quite 


horse cock, but Jesus, still a challenge. Would Nikita fist 
him? Possibly. 


Nikita had promised to show him the ropes. And the chains 
and whips, 


too, no doubt. He couldn't wait. 

He turned and offered the implements to Nikita, who took 
everything but the blindfold. “Put it on.” 

“I like watching you,” Chris murmured. 


“You"ll get enough clues to read me,” Nikita said, just 
explaining, 


not relenting. “Put it on.” 


Chris slipped it over his eyes and made sure it blocked his 
sight 


completely. 


“Spread your legs.” 


Nikita snapped one leather cuff around his left ankle. God, 
that 


was hot. 
“Right foot out a bit more. Too much.” 


Chris slid his foot back over, felt the other cuff close around 
his 


ankle. 
“Down on all fours.” 


Shit this was weird, not being able to see. He reached out. 
Nikita 


gripped his bicep. 

“It"s all right. You aren"t going to bump into anything.” 
“Okay.” 

Damn, talk about a humbling experience. 


Chris lowered into a squat and then all the way down to the 
floor. 


He heard Nikita move. Something soft hit the floor. It came 
forward. 


Pillow. He pictured Nikita sliding it into place with his foot, 
his balls 


swinging with the movement, that cock of his hard and 
bobbing along. 


“All the way down, ass in the air.” 
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A “yes, sir” almost slipped out, but Chris bit it back and 
lowered 


his head to the pillow. 


The darkness behind the mask was absolute, the room silent 
save 


for the soft sound of Nikita"s feet on the rug. Anything could 
happen. 


Nikita could do anything, hell, Shkadov"s crew could bust in 
and kill 


them, the place could catch on fire and he was fucking 
trapped— 


Chris swallowed the unease and took a calming breath. He 
had to 


trust that Nikita would watch out for him. Hell, he"d felt 
comfortable 


enough to fuck him bareback. This should be a piece of 
cake. 


“You"re doing well, Chris,” Nikita said, close. “Very well.” 


Damn, spread open, that position was all about offering 
himself 


without the ability to defend or protect. He only ever opened 
that far 


when already fucking, and he asked for more. 
“| fantasized about this,” Nikita suddenly said. “But you"re 
beating it in real life.” 


Chris felt himself relax a little into the position. A fantasy. 
Nikita 

wanted this, and he did too. Yes, he did. He felt warm, slick 
fingers on 


his ass, two of Nikita"s long fingers pushed inside him, 
finding the 


sweet spot almost immediately. Chris tensed and 
shuddered. “More.” 


An amused huff was the only response while Nikita worked 
lube 


into him, now avoiding the prostate, skirting around it, 
focusing on 


loosening up the ring. Three fingers? Yup, felt like it. Chris 
pushed 


back to demand more and felt Nikita withdraw and take his 
left wrist, 


attaching it to the spreader bar. Oh fuck, that made him 
even more 


helpless. Right wrist too. Chris forced himself to breathe 
against the 


tension. The fingers returned to his ass and then slipped out 
to touch his 


cock and squeeze his balls as if to reward him. 


And what a reward it was. Slow and precise, with just the 
right 


amount of pressure. Each stroke and squeeze meant to 
ramp up the 


thrill one agonizingly hot inch at a time. 
“Fuck!” 


The dildo breached his hole hard and fast, was withdrawn 
just as 


quickly. 


FIRST BLOOD 


127 
“Relax. | won"t hurt you.” 


“| hope to fuck you mean that.” The pain went as quickly as 
it had 


come. 
“Say the word and I"Il stop.” 
Chris took a breath. “No. Go on. I"m okay.” 


Nikita kissed his back, slid his slick fingers underneath to 
caress 


the spot where he'd cut the characters. 
This is mine. 

This. All of it, all of him. 

“Please. Go on.” 


The big dildo head touched his hole again, slipped in no 
more 


than an inch and was withdrawn. Time dragged. Chris 
rocked back, 


wanting it, wanting more. 
“When I"m ready.” 
“| understand.” 


Chris measured his breathing, the need, the anticipation 
making 


him ready to jump out of his skin. 


The dildo pressed against him a third time, and Nikita held it 
still. 


It didn"t hurt this time, the worst was over, his body knew 
what to 


expect. 


Again, Nikita moved with a slow hand, easing the toy in and 
out, 


going deeper each time. 


Chris groaned into the pillow, lost himself in the feel of the 
long, 


Slow fuck. He tensed when the fucking stopped, the dildo 
still balls 


deep inside him. Something shifted between his legs, but 
nothing made 


sense until he felt Nikita"s lips on his cock, his breath 
against his balls. 


One hand guided his cock between Nikita'"s lips, the other 
held the 


dildo in place. Chris gave a strangled sound when Nikita 
took him in 


two ways at the same time, sucking and licking him, fucking 
him too. 


Chris held still even if all he wanted was to plunge his 
aching 


cock deep into Nikita"s throat, but he knew Nikita wasn"t 
experienced 
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with that and would definitely choke. And right now, he 
couldn"t bring 


himself to do that. One hand stroked him firmly, but it didn"t 
take much 


from there. He jerked forward in pure, uncontrollable reflex, 
just a little, 


and came into Nikita"s mouth, orgasm more powerful than 
anything in 


ages, releasing a pressure he'd very nearly burst under in 
the last 


months. Nikita kept sucking him, which prolonged the 
agony, and even 


after he"d pulled back, he kept licking for a while longer, 
before he slid 


out from under Chris's legs. 


The dildo left, again, slowly, and Chris thought that might 
have 


been the only thing that had kept him upright. He wanted to 
collapse on 


the floor and not move for an hour. But he stayed right 
there, bracing 


himself to be fucked. Nikita hadn"t come yet. 


But there was nothing save the sound of his own quick 
breathing, 


Slowly, a little at a time. Shit. Maybe he wasn"t supposed to 
come 


unless ordered? Wasn't that how it was in the porn flicks? 


Nikita"s large rough palm stroking the length of his spine 
relaxed 


Chris. 
“I"ve never done that.” 


Chris clenched his jaw, afraid snark would come out even 
now. 


“Thank you... for having me be the first.” 


Chris thought he heard a whispered “the only” but decided 
it was 


his imagination. 


He knew it wasn"t imagination when Nikita brushed against 
him 


in positioning himself. 


He wanted to scream, “Hurry! Fuck me now! Hard!” but 
managed 


to keep the pleas in. 


Like he had with the fake dick, Nikita set a maddening 
precise 


pace. 


Again Chris lost himself in the sensations, the feel of the 
hardness 


filling him, hitting his prostate with what had to be planned 
timing. He 


was hardly aware of his wrists being freed and then his 
ankles. 
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Still Chris remained as he had been. This was Nikita"s 
fantasy, 


and he was happy to tag along for the ride until Nikita 
pulled out and 


moved. 
“Stand up.” 


Chris did, hating that weird disorientation of the darkness 
and the 


unfamiliar setting. With a hand on his shoulder, Nikita told 
him to turn 


right and then take a few paces forward. 
“Turn, face me. A step back. Another.” 


He stopped when Chris bumped into the edge of what he 
figured 


was the long table opposite the bed. 
“Hop up, sit.” 
Chris did, his legs spread, clearly inviting anything. He was 


surprised when Nikita"s lips slid over his cock again. The 
mouth play 


ended just as he was coming back to life, but the feel of 
Nikita"s hot 


tongue softly stroking over the place he"d cut made up for 
it. 


Chris breathed a contented sigh when Nikita pulled away 
and 


stood between his legs. 
“Grab my shoulders.” 
He did as told. Nikita lifted him from the table, carried him, 


positioned his back against one of the walls. Chris kept his 
legs around 


Nikita"s waist when he let go of Chris's thigh to lift his right 
arm from 


his shoulder. There was a bar to grip. Chris hadn"t noticed 
that earlier 


but wasn"t about to complain or comment. Nikita cuffed his 
wrist, then 


the other. 


Chris squinted against the light when Nikita pulled the 
blindfold 


free. Fuck but the big guy was gorgeous, more handsome 
than he'd 


ever noticed. His lips were wet, his skin flushed, gleaming 
with beads 


of sweat. His cock was hard, near ready to burst, still 
glistening with 


lube. 


He gripped Chris"s legs, positioned himself and slid his cock 
back 


inside. “I want to see the look in your eyes when | come in 
you.” 
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Chris tensed around him, offering more friction, holding him 


close with his thighs, chest to chest, and no doubt the 
slightly awkward 


position drew out the pleasure. Never in his life had Chris 
had a lover 


who was that controlled, that skilled at playing with his 
mind, and he'd 


had quite a few spectacular fucks. Nikita now moved harder 
and faster, 


his gaze intent on Chris's face, those cold eyes gleaming 
with intensity. 


Chris made a valiant attempt, but he couldn"t come again, 
not 


quite so soon. Didn"t matter, because when he could finally 
feel 


Nikita"s release, he took it. No thought that they"d been 
barebacking, 


no worry or fear, just completion, peace, validation, another 
gift. He 


stared at Nikita, finally getting this whole fucked-up mess, 
but before 


he could say anything, Nikita kissed him, deep, hungry, with 
a 


lingering taste of his own orgasm. 


Nikita held him close with one hand, unsnapped the cuffs 
from 


the overhead bar with the other. He stole another, quicker 
kiss before 


setting Chris on his feet. 


Surprisingly Nikita kept a hold on him, a light one, hands on 
his 


hips, their cocks lightly touching. Chris rubbed his wrists, 
flexed his 


sore hands. He hadn'"t realized he"d been gripping the bar 
that tightly. 


“You"re all right?” 
“Great. Thank you. It wasn"t anything like | expected.” 


“What did you expect?” 


Chris opened his mouth only to close it to keep his smart- 
ass side 


in check. He shrugged. “I don"t know, but | don"t think that 
was it.” 


Nikita smiled. 


Shit. It was the cutest smile he"d ever seen on any guy, and 
he 


wanted to go all limp wristy and throw himself at Nikita. 
Instead he 


caressed the side of Nikita"s face with the back of his hand. 
“Katya was 


right. You are the best.” 
The smile evaporated. “Katya, yes.” 


“Did | say something wrong? Oh shit. Are you two married 
on 


the sly?” 
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“No. Never.” Nikita left it at that and stepped back, letting 
his 


fingers trail down the length of Chris"s arm, clasped his 
hand before 


breaking away. He collected the toys and placed them ina 
labeled 


plastic bag and left them by the door for the staff to 
sanitize. “Let's 


clean up.” 


Chris followed him into the attached bathroom. Yet again he 
was 


surprised by the turn of events. It was weird, but he wasn"t 
about to 


protest when Nikita took the lead in soaping him down and 
washing his 


hair. It was weird to be “babied,” but damn it felt so good to 
have 


someone—a big scary fucker like Nikita no less—take care of 
him this 


Way. 


He tried to reciprocate, but Nikita took the soap bar away 
and 


swabbed his own chest. 


Chris stepped back out of the hot water stream. “Okay, | 
promised 


not to mouth off, but | need to say this and | hope to God it 
doesn"t 


come out all wrong—I"m not your pampered bitch. Please 
don"t treat 


me like one.” 


He held his breath when Nikita hit him with that icy stare 
until 


the other man threw his head back, letting loose a hearty 
laugh that 


vibrated off the tiles. He slid his hand behind Chris"s neck, 
pulled him 


in for a kiss. 
“What happens in private stays private, yes?” 
“I"m down with that.” 


What he wasn"t down with was the sight that greeted them 
when 


they exited a short time later—two vaguely familiar goons 
waiting just 


beyond the monitored door to the play rooms. 


CHAPTER 10 
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Chapter 10 


IT WASN"T easy to put his game face back on after the 
scene. Nikita 


rather felt like chilling with a drink and spending time with 
Chris in the 


afterglow of what had turned into the fulfillment of his 
fantasies: Chris 


submitting to him, threatening to break down his own 
control. Maybe 


because it was easier to be controlled when it didn"t 
actually cut to the 


bone, he thought, and pushed that to the side to be dealt 
with later. 


“Gentlemen,” he said to the two gangsters. “We weren"t 
Supposed 


to meet until midnight.” He checked his watch. Quarter to. 
Too easy to 


lose track of time. 


“Who"s he?” the faster of the two asked, nodding toward 
Chris. 


“Freelancer | hired for the job.” Nikita gave the man a stare. 


“Your man Zaitsev trusted him to take out Voronin, so he"s 
good 


enough for me.” He dropped the name so Chris knew what 
they were 


talking about and what his creds were. “Switch to English so 
| don"t 


have to explain everything twice.” 


He led the way to one of the alcoves and plucked up the 
food 


menu, flicked it open, made his decision, and handed the 
menu over to 


Chris. He was being too casual with the criminals, but 
leaning back, 


studying them, he noticed that set them on edge more than 
when he 


played hard-assed cop with them. Just as well. 
He doubted they"d try anything in here. Too many potential 


witnesses, and Chris was also carrying his weapon. Was he 
in the 


proper frame of mind to use it if need be? He'd have to put 
his own 


trust on the line there. 
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Chris ordered himself a burger. It was so predictably 
American of 


him. If the gangsters weren"t present, he'd have smiled 
about it. Those 


two ordered the large mezze plate, content to have the 
lighter fare of 


olives and crackers with dips. Almost like civilized people. 


“I hear it"s been quiet. Too quiet since your employer's 
untimely 


demise.” Nikita sipped his water. “Are none of you thirsting 
for 


revenge?” 


“It"s not as simple as that,” the quick one said. “This is not 
our 


home ground. Too many variables.” 

“In other words, none of you has big enough balls,” Chris 
muttered. 

The gangster glared, made a move for his jacket. 


“Not wise,” Nikita said. The gangster hesitated long enough 
that 


Nikita could pull the knife and place it against the man's 
femoral artery 


before the criminal managed to touch whatever he was 
packing. In the 


gloom of the club, the blackened double-edged blade didn"t 
even catch 


a reflection. “No trouble. | like this place.” 
“Peace,” the man said in Russian, lifting his hands in a near- 
comical gesture. 


Nikita drew the knife back but held it in his hand just in 
case. 


“Why haven"t you made a move against Shkadov? He had 
Zaitsev 


killed.” 


The gangster glanced around. “Nobody knows where he is 
right 


now, but we expect he'll oversee a large shipment next 
Saturday.” 


“How large is ,,large"?” 
“Fifty heads.” 
Nikita nodded. “Nice sum of money on the way there.” And 


they"d need a fair amount of armed goons to secure the 
Shipment. “Are 


they going to get auctioned off?” 
“At least the best of them.” 


It was a sickening business, the trafficking in lives, most of 
them 


hardly more than girls, far too many abducted or sold off by 
drug- 
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addicted or debt-ridden parents. Some went on their own 
volition, lured 


with the promise of jobs as au pairs or waitresses. It would 
probably be 


kinder to put a bullet in them than “save” them and send 
them home. 


Noting the approach of the waiter, Nikita covered his knife 
with 


the edge of his napkin. Chris dug into his meal as casually 
as any hired 


gun would in such a situation. The gangsters were more 
discreet, only 


ordering because it had been expected. Nikita cut into his 
steak, swirled 


the meat back in its own juice before placing it in his mouth. 
He spoke after swallowing. “The shipment arrives where?” 
“They"re driving them into the old Tempelhof airport. | hear 


they"re doing the auction there in one of the closed 
hangars.” 


Lots of open ground, little chance of last time repeating 
itself. 


“Can we appear as buyers?” Chris asked. 


“They've been vetted in advance,” one of the gangsters 
said. 


“Do you know who's invited?” 
“Some brothel owners, some rich guys....” The gangster 


shrugged, clearly not overly interested in the details. “But 
Shkadov will 


be there. You can take him out then, if you want him.” 


“I"I look into it.” Nikita nodded thoughtfully, amused that 
they 


thought they were hiring him as a torpedo, or contract killer. 
“What 


happens when Shkadov is done?” 
“We'll take out the rest of his guys here.” 


“And rebuild your own organizatsiya. Or do you have 
succession 


troubles?” 


The gangster opened his hands in a “maybe” gesture. 
“Much is 


still up in the air.” 
“That"s what I"m hearing.” Nikita sipped more water. “What 
about the head of security, Rochev?” 


“He vanished.” The gangster frowned, not too happy about 
that. 


“Some say he was a traitor.” 
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“Well, seems he had something to hide. I"ll keep my eyes 
open 


for him too.” Of course, mentioning that had just signed 
Rochev'"s 


death warrant. Cockroaches like him didn"t deserve any 
better. 


The gangster nodded and set his napkin on the table. “If we 
hear 


of any changes in the schedule, you"ll be contacted.” 
“Fine.” 


The slow one took a last plump olive before leaving a few 
bills on 


the table. 


When they were gone, Chris looked over. “Did you mean it 
about 


me being part of the operation, or was it for their benefit?” 
“Mostly the latter.” 


Chris put down his burger. “I can do this, we both know it.” 


“It"s not your fight, is it?” 
“How the fuck do you know it"s not?” 


Nikita took the last piece of meat, pushed his plate away. 
“You 


were sent away from whatever brought you here. There"s 
no need to 


risk yourself.” 
“Maybe I want to watch your back. If | hadn"t last time, we 
wouldn"t be having this little convo, would we?” 


Nikita sipped his water. He certainly could argue with that, 
but he 


didn"t want to, not just now. He placed more cash on the 
table to cover 


the bill and gratuity. “If you've finished, let"s go.” 
“Where to?” 
“Home. What's passing for it here at any rate.” 


IF THE situation had been any different, Chris would have 
pondered 


suggesting Nikita to the Dragon Lady as a prospective 
recruit for 


GORGON. Fuck, the man seemed to run his whole operation 
without 


backup, or very nearly solo, unless he'd count the contact 
at the 
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Russian embassy. He was certainly well connected, as that 
little 


conversation had indicated. 
Only, of course, GORGON would certainly not listen to him 


anymore. He could just about imagine the poisonous report 
that Stefan 


had gleefully typed up and already presented in triplicate. 
But he'd be 


fucked if he cared about this. At all. Right now he only cared 
about 


Nikita. Okay, and John and Andrei. But those two could keep 
each 


other safe. 


“Always the same,” Chris commented when Nikita opened 
the 


door of his current hiding hole. “Down to the whiteboards 
and the 


mattress on the floor.” He set his bag down and stretched. 
“Can we 


share?” 


“Share?” Nikita paused. 
“The mattress.” 


Nikita cast him one of those smiles that appealed to every 
gay 


molecule in Chris"s body. “We should upgrade that with a 
proper heavy 


iron frame.” 
“I like how you"re thinking, my man.” 


While Chris unpacked a few things and put his shaving kit in 
the 


bathroom, Nikita erased the whiteboards and took out the 
netbook he"d 


secreted under a floorboard beneath the mattress. He 
brought up the 


most recent photos of the closed airport he could find and 
sketched the 


layout on the board. 


“This half of the grounds won't suit their purposes for 
anything, 


too close to the main access points and still traveled enough 
to draw 


unwanted attention.” 


Chris crouched down beside the computer. “Let me try 


something.” He paused. Then, giving in to blind trust, he 
brought up 


the GORGON database and logged in. At least he still had 
that for now. 


No such luck with Wudarczek"s special area for this job, but 
fuck the 


little shit, he"d already saved the stuff that had interested 
him asa 


sniper and sent it to his e-mail. He logged out of 
GORGONnet and then 
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into his e-mail. He'd gotten three of the five photos he was 
after when 


the screen froze and he was booted off. 


“Fuck you too, Steve-o,” he grumbled. He opened the high 
res 


surveillance pics and called Nikita over. “My guess is your 
people enter 


back here. That piece of fencing looks newer and artificially 
aged. My 


guess is it"s rigged as a gate.” 


He brought up the next picture. “If we go on foot and come 
in 


back here, we can skirt the hangar and warehouse area and 
finda 


couple places to take clean shots.” 
“I haven't invited you in.” 


“Did | ask to be invited?” He gave Nikita a long look. “This 
trust 


gig works both ways, Nicky. | just fed you semi-classified 
intel that 


you apparently didn"t have. That looks like an invitation to 
me,” 


Nikita paused again, regarding him. Shit, he looked human 
these 


days. Maybe good sex did that. No wonder he"d always 
been pissed off 


afterward. The fearless block of stone had emotions. “I"m 
not a liability. 


I"m an asset. I"ve done this shit for a long time now. You 
couldn't hire 


a better guy than me, and I"m totally free.” 
“What about GORGON?” 
“How do you... did you just look at my screen?” 


“No. | know it"s some kind of outfit dealing in some kind of 


Shadow war. And you"re part of it. John and Andrei are part 
of it too. | 


don"t want you burning bridges.” 

“I might get kicked out.” 

“Why?” 

“Listen, | can help you with this. You think I"Il let you run in 
there to catch more bullets, you"re fucking wrong.” 

“| see.” 


Chris bit his tongue for what seemed the hundredth time 
that day. 


He stood. “Am l in or am I in?” 
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“In—provided the gangsters don"t come up with a change of 
plan 


| feel is too risky for you.” 


“Oh, come on....” Chris turned away, took a deep breath. 
“Yeah, 


sure,” 
“I mean it.” 


“Of course you do.” He looked toward the small kitchen 
area. 


“You have any tea in this dump?” 
“Help yourself.” 


By the time Chris returned with the large mug, Nikita had 
put 


away the netbook, stripped, and was lying on the mattress, 
head resting 


upon his folded arms, his dick lying against his thigh looking 
like it 


wasn"t sure if it had any life left or not. 


Chris stripped, kept his boxer briefs on mainly to see what 
the big 


guy would do. He stretched out beside Nikita, the tea within 
arm's 


reach. “So, honey, how was your day?” 
Nikita chuckled. “Interesting. Tiring.” 


Chris sipped the tea and offered some to Nikita. “Same 
here, with 


an added dose of what the fuck.” He set the cup aside and 
lay back, 


turning to face Nikita. Raised up on his right elbow, he 
touched 


Nikita"s broad chest. “You really blew me away earlier.” 


“Same here.” Nikita studied his face, the gaze not cold at 
all. 


“You"ve done this shit before.” 


“Not with a man.” Nikita shrugged. “It"s harder with a man. 
Or 


maybe just harder with you.” 


Chris managed, barely, not to preen. Or not much. Should 
he ask 


about Katya? No, not the way Nikita had shut down before. 
“You"re 


serious? You"ve never sucked a man?” 
Nikita snorted. “You make it sound like a defect.” 


“Hey. You did well for a virgin.” He saw Nikita wasn"t too 
happy 


about the compliment. “I mean, | wouldn"t have been able 
to tell the 


difference. You did me like a pro, okay?” 
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Nikita laughed. “Now | sound like a prostitute. Stop digging, 
Gibson.” 


He gave Nikita a good-natured punch in the arm and 
received a 


slightly harder one in return. It escalated to an all-out 
wrestling match 


that ended once the tea mug was overturned. Chris pulled 
off his 


undershorts to sop up the spot, and Nikita laughed loudly. 
“You engineered the entire thing because | was winning.” 
“You wish. | kicked your ass in London.” 

“You tried.” 

“| did.” 

“Yet | came out on top.” His gaze slid down to Chris's thigh. 
“Do it again.” 

“Cut you?” 

“The way you did. The exact same thing.” 


His jaw tensed. “If you want in on the mission, it"s best | 
not.” 


Chris glared. “Why, afraid I"Il get captured and your secret 
will 


be out?” 


“Don"t be an ass.” Nikita snatched up the cup and put it in 
the 


sink. Threw it, more like, from the sound of it breaking. 


“Then why?” 


“It wasn"t the wisest choice on my part. It could have gotten 


infected. We can"t have you down or your abilities 
compromised at the 


last minute.” 
“Fair enough.” Chris sat cross-legged on the mattress. 


Nikita lay down on his stomach, traced the skin on Chris"s 
inner 


thigh with care. “But after, we'll see. If you still want to.” 


“Wouldn't know why not.” Chris surveyed Nikita"s backside, 
the 


curve of his ass, the broad back. “You have a fantastic ass.” 
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Nikita glanced up, half tired, half wary. “I know what you"re 
thinking.” 

“And?” 

“I haven't done that and don"t plan to.” 

Chris"s cock began to fill with blood, and he wondered if he 


could convince Nikita to get hard too. “It feels good. Felt 
good when 


you fucked me. Hey, you sure pressed my buttons, you 
know plenty 


about butt sex.” 
Nikita looked away, stifled a yawn. “I"Il think about it.” 


At least it wasn"t a refusal. “Fair enough.” Chris leaned 
down, 


planted a kiss on Nikita"s shoulder. 


Nikita turned, pulled him down and into an embrace. “Of all 
the 


things | thought about you, none of this entered into it.” 
“That makes two of us.” 


HIS phone rang, running cheerfully through the beginning of 
The A- 


Team theme. Fuck. Chris scrambled to his feet and grabbed 
the phone 


just at the phrase “for a crime they didn"t commit.” He 
noticed Nikita 


was turning to lie flat on his belly, taking his pillow to bolster 
his own 


head. 


“Yes? John?” He grabbed his clothes and headed to the 
bathroom 


so as not to disturb Nikita. 


“Meet me for breakfast?” John"s voice was tentative. 
“There's a 


bakery....” 

“Balzac Coffee, Hardenbergstrasse.” 

“Okay.” 

“You coming alone?” 

“Yes, Andrei's with me... | mean, in discussing this. We"re on 


the same page.” 
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“Of course.” 

“Chris....” 

“No, | mean it makes sense. That's all | meant.” 
“Okay. Half an hour, Balzac Coffee, Hardenberstrasse.” 


“Gotcha. See you.” Chris switched the phone off and put it 
on 


silent. He stuck his head into the bedroom, but Nikita 
seemed asleep. 


He got dressed, didn"t bother with the shave, and wrote 
“Meeting John, 


bringing back muffins” on the whiteboard right in the center 
of 


Tempelhof, but in red rather than green. He then snatched 
the keys 


from the table and headed out. 


EVER the uber-punctual one, John was already waiting by 
the time 


Chris arrived. He got his flavored coffee and a half-dozen 
muffins 


boxed to go and sat across from his erstwhile partner. 
“You look good, Chris.” 
“Flattery will get you nowhere, sweetheart.” 


John frowned. “I meant that you look much more settled 
than 


when you left—” 
“You mean when I was tossed out.” 
“Chris—” 


Chris raised his hand. “It"s okay. I"m cool with it. So what do 
you 


want?” 
“Andrei remembers.” 
Chris sipped his coffee. “Remembers?” 


“Not in great detail or any specific encounters, but he 
remembers 


enough of the man he saw you with to have a bad vibe. The 
man is 


dangerous, Chris. Deadly.” 
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Chris gestured to himself. “Hello. Trained special ops officer 
here. 


Don't let the pretty face and hot bod lull you into thinking 
I"m 


harmless.” 


John breathed one of his too-frequent-of-late weary sighs. 
“Stefan 


thinks—” 


“I can imagine what Stefan thinks and what he"s told the 
Dragon 


Lady. Whatever he thinks he knows is bullshit.” Chris sipped 
his coffee. 


John crumbled the edge of his biscotti. “This was a mistake,” 
he 


said softly. He began to rise, and Chris grabbed his arm to 
stop him. 


“Look, | love you guys, | do, but let's face it, the whole off- 
duty 


partnership wasn"t working.” 


John leaned in. “These things take time, a polyamorous 


relationship holds inherent difficulties, but it can work, 
Chris.” 


“Not for me.” Chris reached out and placed his hand atop 
John's. 


“As trite as it sounds, it"s me, not you. You and Andrei click, 
you have 


from day one, but I| don"t fit in with that.” 
“But that Kazakov. He"s no good for you. He"s bad news.” 


“Don"t diss the big guy. He may be a lot of things, but he"s 
no 


mobster type.” 


John rolled his eyes. “Oh God, he"s got you talking like him.” 
He 


raised his cup but set it down without drinking. “He"s on the 
other side.” 


“Come off it, Jonnny. So was Andrei, and yet you saw fit to 
bring 


him aboard. Don"t go all black and white, right and wrong 
on me. Life 


is all about the shades of gray. And no matter what 
happens, Nikita 


made me see a new side of myself. It"s kind of fucked up, 
but it works 


for me, okay?” 


John gave him the type of disappointed look a parent would 
give 


their kid who just came out during Thanksgiving dinner with 
the 


conservative extended family. “Fine. | just hope you know 
what you"re 


doing.” 


Chris took a long drink of his coffee. “Is that it, then?” 
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“Almost. | received a call from Geneva last night. One of my 
old 


contacts in Beijing appears to have a connection to the 
goings-on here 


and is in need of the type of favor only GORGON can do.” 
“And his price for that is to help this case of Stefan"s?” 


“Basically. I"m flying into Hong Kong tomorrow for a 
meeting. 


Andrei will be acting as my Russian interpreter.” 


“To get you in with Shkadov?” 


“And also someone bigger, same general area of business 
dealings.” 


“Damn. Sounds like a good gig.” He wondered if heading to 
HQ 


and giving the Dragon Lady a bit of tongue like old times 
would get 


him in on it. 


John"s slight groan pulled his attention away. “I hate that 
look in 


your eye.” 
“You're lying, but go on.” 


“I may have gotten you a slight reprieve to act as 
bodyguard. 


You"re the best for that, we all know it.” 
“Nikita comes too.” 

“No way.” 

“Nikita comes as an acting goon, or | don"t.” 
“I can't authorize that.” 


“But you know who can, and she adores you, Johnny. |"d go 
SO 


far as to say she"s your personal fag hag.” 


John sighed. “I"ll try. That's all | can promise.” 


Chris stood. “You know my number.” 


John shook his head, clearly disapproving. “Be careful, Chris. 
All 


this can still blow over.” 


Chris touched John"s shoulder and bent down to kiss the top 
of 


his head. But whatever tenderness he still felt for John was 
strangely 


fraternal these days. Seemed he was really over that thing 
he"d had with 


him and Andrei. “You take care, Johnny.” He grabbed his box 
of 
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muffins and headed out, made sure he wasn't being 
followed, and 


returned to the flat. 
When he arrived, Nikita was still in bed, flat on his belly, 


checking messages on his phone. He glanced over his 
shoulder to look 


at Chris, a half-smile forming on his lips. 


“Good morning, sunshine.” Chris set the muffins down, 
feeling 


terribly, terribly tender. God damn it. That Russian had really 
messed 


with his head. Nikita wasn"t one that needed providing for. 
Or maybe 


he did. Not much, but sometimes. Everyone needed to be 
taken care of 


in some way at some point, right? He"d taken care of the big 
guy when 


he was hurt, and Nikita had taken care of him after that wild 
session 


they"d had. 

Listen to yourself, Skippy. You’re thinking downright limp- 
wristed, monogamous thoughts. Knock it off! 

Nikita"s voice drew his attention.”What"s the matter? What 
happened with your friend?” 


“We talked.” Chris pulled off his boots and sat on the 
mattress, 


the box of fresh muffins on his lap. “Something big may be 
going down. 


I"m trying to get them to include you.” 
“Connected to Shkadov?” 


“Yeah. You could be a real asset.” Chris pulled the covers 
down 


to bare Nikita"s muscular ass. “How did you learn about 
GORGON?” 


“I have my sources.” Nikita lifted himself up on his elbows. 
“Shit.” 

“What"s up?” 

“I"m just about horny enough to try that. What you want.” 


Every drop of blood in Chris"s body rushed toward his groin 
at 


the sight of Nikita"s swelling cock, and yet his mind or some 
heretofore 


unused part of him kept him right where he was. “You mean 
you're 


willing to let me be on top?” 
Nikita grinned. “At least once.” 


“Well.” Chris remained as he was, part of him trying to 
fathom 


his unheard-of hesitation, the other part screaming for him 
to get it on. 
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He set the muffin box on the floor and stroked his palm 
along Nikita"s 


muscular thigh. 


He stretched out on his side, rubbed his hand across the 
Russian"s 


tight abs and gazed softly into those hungry, pale eyes 
before leaning in 


for a kiss. 


Nikita pulled him on top and then rolled him over, pressing 
his 


naked dick into Chris"s denim-clad thigh. “If you don"t get 
those 


clothes off, | might change my mind.” 


“Oh, we wouldn"t want that.” Chris smacked Nikita"s tight 
ass 


and then squirmed away. He stripped, pulling a packet of 
lube from his 


pocket before letting the pants fall to the floor. He coated 
his erection 


while Nikita stood and moved toward him. 


They kissed again, lips crashing together, tongues battling 
for 


control, ending in a draw when Chris pulled back and shifted 
his stance 


to run his slick fingers down the crack of Nikita"s ass. 


He nipped the Russian"s shoulder, licked the base of his 
neck. 


“So many possibilities. Which one will make your first time 
at this the 


best?” 
“You're the supposed expert.” 


“I"m good at this.” Chris protested Nikita"s irony but saw 
he'd 


just been ribbed. Maybe Nikita"s way of dealing with a little 


anticipation. “On your back, legs in the air, or all fours, like 
you fucked 


me. 


“Or riding you,” Nikita added, licking his lower lip in 
speculation. 


“That requires a little care.” 
“How difficult can that be?” Nikita scoffed. “Lie down.” 


“Bossy bastard,” Chris muttered, but he stretched out. 
Nikita 

straddled him and bent down to kiss him. “Right. Scoot up, 
let me 


prepare you.” He pulled Nikita closer and closer until he 
could suck on 


his balls. Nikita gave a groan and fell on his hands, hips low 
to give 


him access. That, of course, put Nikita"s ass into very easy 
reach indeed, 


and Chris lubed his fingers before he pushed one inside the 
Russian"s 
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tight heat. He could feel the shudder race through the 
powerful body 


when he located the prostate, teasing it by flicking across it. 


So far, so good. Nikita didn't cringe, didn"t pull back, and 
his 


erection didn"t falter, either. Chris did the same with two 
fingers. There 


were guys that were difficult first time, tense and too tight, 
and they 


didn"t get into it, but Nikita wasn"t one of those. He seemed 
pretty 


ready for that challenge, mentally ready to do it. He pulled 
free and 


pushed against Nikita"s belly to get him to sit up again. 


“Take it slow, no false bravado on this, okay? There are 
other 


positions if this doesn"t work out.” 


Nikita nodded. “Understood.” He positioned himself, and 
Chris 


helped, holding his cock and guiding Nikita, helping him to 
line up. It 


might be a bad idea, but it gave Nikita control. Which might 
be exactly 


the way to fuck that man. 
Nikita winced when the head of Chris"s cock pushed past his 


virgin opening. He held still a moment and then eased back, 
taking him 


in an inch at a time. It was all Chris could do not to push up 
to get in 


deep, but he held back, letting Nikita set the pace. 
“You okay?” 
Nikita nodded, a sly smile curving his lips. He bent forward, 


kissed Chris slowly, letting Chris"s cock slide out a bit. He 
broke the 


kiss, pushing back, engulfing Chris"s cock once again, 
pausing, taking 


it in, driving Chris crazy at the same time. 
Chris grabbed Nikita"s strong hands, entwined their fingers. 


“You're so tight. | could damn near come from that alone.” 


“Where would the fun in that be, eh?” 


Apparently comfortable with this new experience, it didn"t 
take 


the big guy long to get the hang of it, and Chris moved with 
him, 


arching his hips up, meeting Nikita"s downward slide. And 
the sight 


was tantalizing, Nikita, all defined muscle, colorless eyes 
gleaming 


with lust like those of a wolf, breath coming ragged, small 
sounds of 


pleasure, somewhere between moans and groans. This was 
completely 


deliberate, and they found a rhythm that felt natural, in 
sync. Chris took 


Nikita"s cock and began to jerk him off, which made Nikita 
move faster. 
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He was wrestling control from the big guy, but he wanted to 
come with 


him, and he for one wouldn't last very long. “Damn, you"re 
hot,” Chris 


muttered. 


Nikita grinned and tightened against him, fucking him faster 
and 


harder, sweat beading between his pecs. “Come for me, 
Chris,” he said, 


clenching his ass. As if he could refuse. Chris thrust up and 
grabbed 


Nikita"s hips, almost more to steady himself than Nikita. So 
much for 


taking control. Orgasm was fierce, maybe because he 
hadn"t fucked 


bareback for quite a while, or maybe because everything 
about Nikita 


made him desperate. 


His cock stayed semi-hard after the last spasm, and Nikita 
settled 


back, jerked himself like a man who couldn"t wait another 
minute. 


Chris stared at the precome beading. He licked his lips. 
“In my mouth. Please.” 


Nikita shifted, moved to straddle his chest, his own climax 
hitting 


just before he pushed himself fully into Chris"s mouth. Chris 
lapped up 


the hot fluid, loved the feel of it dribbling down his chin like 
another 


mark of ownership. 
Ownership shit. 
Still, the thought of that felt good. 


Nikita caught his breath, stretched out atop Chris and kissed 
him 


Slowly, hungrily, as if eager to taste himself in the mix. Chris 
hated 


having the kiss end, but it was worth it to see the look Nikita 
gave him. 


Ownership, definitely. 


Nikita stretched out next to him, sweat cooling on his skin, 
and 


before Chris could wonder if cuddling was allowed or 
welcome, Nikita 


simply pulled him closer, their sweat mingling, heated skin 
against 


heated skin, the smell of sex around them. Chris kissed 
Nikita"s throat. 


“You liked that.” 


Nikita huffed. “You didn"t promise too much.” 


“Say it, you liked it.” 

Nikita ran his strong fingers through Chris's hair. “I like you, 
Chris.” 
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“I"m glad.” Chris reached for Nikita"s hand, clasped it, lifted 
it to 


his lips to kiss the knuckles that held the potential to cause 
so much 


damage but now were just an extension of the man they 
belonged to. 


Though he gave Chris"s hand a quick squeeze, Nikita pulled 
away 


and moved off Chris. He reached for the box of muffins and 
pulled out 


two blueberry, finishing the first in two bites before starting 
on the 


second. 

Chris sat up. “Yo, no sharing?” 

Nikita gestured with this half-bitten second muffin. “Help 
yourself.” 


Chris laughed. “Should have claimed those for myself. Not a 
fan 


of cranberry, and banana nut is just plain nasty.” 


They took turns showering, Nikita going first, and when 
Chris 


emerged from the bathroom, Nikita was looking at 
something on his 


netbook. His expression was full-on business mode, and 
Chris was 


tempted to look over his shoulder but thought better of it, 
instead 


turning his attention to getting dressed and toweling and 
combing his 


hair. 


He studied the Russian for a while and then tore his 
attention 


away. They still had work to do, and Nikita had already 
started. 


“What"s going on?” 


“Just checking work e-mails.” Nikita tapped a quick 
response. 


“You know about me. Time to tell me about your job?” 
“I fight organized crime,” Nikita said. “That's it.” 
“You"re a cop.” Chris wracked his brain, but he knew next to 


nothing about Russian law enforcement. “Secret service? 
What's it 


called these days, FSB?” 
“It doesn't matter for our purposes here.” 


Chris smirked. Probably still secret evil KGB-type shit, no 
matter 


what they called it in public. “GORGON has its tentacles in 
all sorts of 


criminal pies,” he mused. “Any of your most wanted have 
ties to 


China?” 
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Gibson shoots and scores, judging from the way Nikita"s 
head 


shot up. Chris held his hands up. “Just asking, dude. I"m not 
the prying 


type.” 


Nikita eyed him warily, and Chris wished he"d kept his big 
mouth 


shut, especially since he really didn"t know anything. 


“There are certain people on the radar some might find 
Surprising.” 


“I"ve run up against a few of those in my day.” Chris took a 
seat 


in the larger of the two upholstered chairs, draping one leg 
across the 


chair arm. “Any more thoughts on that airport thing?” 
“Germany isn"t my jurisdiction... that thing is too big.” 


“Means you have the rights to kill one guy—like Zaitsev— 
but 


can"t do much more?” 


“That about sums it up.” Nikita closed the netbook and 
turned to 


face him. “I was going to tip off the German police and pick 
off 


Shkadov while I"m at it.” 
“Like you promised Zaitsev"s goons.” 


“The original plan was that Zaitsev"s men blame Shkadov, 
but 


they don"t have any effective leadership. A while ago, 
Zaitsev purged 


the officers in his organization. Like Stalin, he ended up with 
only 


sycophants and imbeciles after the purge, none of which 
have enough 


balls to take the fight to the enemy. | should have factored 
that in.” 


Nikita shook his head. “I was going to leave the women to 
be rescued 


by the Germans.” 


“And then what? Go home and back to busting old ladies 
and 


their illegal bingo games?” The words came out fast and 
angry, and 


Chris didn't realize what a total ass he was being until he 
noticed the 


confused look Nikita gave him. “Never mind.” 


He dismissed his outburst with a wave of his hand and 
grabbed 


his boots and socks. He needed to get out and think. Maybe 
give Johna 


ring and... something. He wasn"t sure what yet. Only that 
fucking was 


out of the question. 


CHAPTER 11 
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CHRIS met Andrei in the Berlin Zoo, outside the tiger 
enclosure. John 


was nowhere to be seen, which only meant that Andrei 
hadn't really 


learned double-dealing yet or John was being good at the 
cloak-and- 


dagger stuff. 

“Hey, how are you doing?” 

“Good. Worried,” Andrei admitted. 

“Why"s that?” 

“Worried about you. I"m sorry... | saw you with him.” 
“Kazakov.” 

“Yes.” 

Chris studied Andrei"s eyes, trying to see anything in there, 


memory or recollection, but while the wound at Andrei"s 
temple had 


turned into an impressive scar, the lacerations on his brain 
hadn"t fully 


knitted back together. Andrei bore it incredibly well; he kept 
his shit 


together most days, and sometimes Chris actually believed 
that Andrei 


had simply moved on, left his former life as the lawyer of 
Russian 


crime lords and economic criminals behind. Just like his 
career asa 


corporate lawyer in the magic circle of London law firms— 
nice, shiny 


offices and large houses in Sevenoaks with customized Jags, 
Bentleys, 


and Maserati Grand Turismos included. 
“What do you remember?” 
“You know | fucking hate that question.” 


“Yes. Try.” 
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“I know he scares me.” Andrei's lips tightened. He didn"t 
like 


being scared or admitting to it. “Dangerous. | look at him 
and I'm 


scared.” 


Which was as much as John had told him. “Anything else?” 
“No details. It"s all gone.” 
“Okay. Sorry for that.” Chris shrugged like it didn"t mean 


anything. “You know your way around Russian law 
enforcement... 


what agency deals with organized crime?” 
“The structure is complex, but corruption is everywhere. In 


Russia, there are no lines between mafiya and law 
enforcement... or 


politicians. There"s convincing evidence that the Party was 
the largest 


mafiya of them all, and many of the old structures are still 
intact.” 


Andrei shook his head and gave a deep sigh. “He might be 
criminal 


police, might be SOBR. It was... changed into OMSN.” 
“Which means?” 
“Otryad Militsii Soetsialnogo Naznacheniya. Translates as 


„Special police unit". It"s one of the troops of the Internal 
Ministry. Like 


OMON, but OMON are just thugs. They messed up in Beslan 
and beat 


up gays in Pride marches.” Andrei shook his head. 


“What about OMSN?” 


“I"m not an insider, Chris. | refreshed myself enough to 
know 


they fight terrorism these days. Possibly kill a journalist or 
two. You 


know how these things go.” 
Chris nodded. He knew exactly. While he certainly could see 


Nikita being part of the thug police, he imagined the big guy 
hada 


loftier impression of himself. He"d be a do-gooder. Most of 
the time, 


anyway. Still, he had as many questions now as he'd ever 
had. He 


clapped Andrei on the shoulder. “Want to grab a hot dog?” 


Andrei pulled back and gave him a long look. “Is this 
another one 


of your amusing ways of asking for public sex?” 


Chris laughed. Those early days as a trio had been fine, 
hadn"t 


they? He shook his head. “No, my man. | mean find 
something for 


lunch. I"m starving.” 
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They found a cart that served hot dogs, and Chris paid for 
the 


food for them both. “Hey, any chance you could keep me in 
the loop 


regarding your mission?” 


Andrei stared at him, and that stare was more than mock 
outrage. 


“He asked me that. I"m sure of it.” 
“Nikita?” 

“Yes. He asked for information.” 
“About Zaitsev.” 


“I think.” Andrei shook his head. “ | can"t tell you what 
happens 


now. You"re suspended.” 


“I might stage a brilliant comeback.” Chris grinned. “And 
God 


help Stefan when | do.” 
Andrei smiled at him. “I can"t. They'd find out, and I"m the 


rookie without a track record. But I"II let you know when we 
leave the 


city. Just stay close.” 


“Yeah, you got my number.” He wasn't really getting 
anywhere 


here, but it felt good spending time with the other Russian. 
What the 


hell was it about Slavs that made them damn near 
irresistible? Half a 


year ago, he"d thought he"d end up in a happy fuck 
buddy/teammates 


with benefits relationship with John, and then in had come 
Andrei and 


John had been all over that guy (and Chris had been too; at 
least it had 


felt like that for a while until he"d realized he was a bit of a 
third wheel 


there), and then he got a Russian all to himself. 


Granted, Nikita was an evil motherfucker when he set his 
mind to 


it and seriously into that S/M shit, but ironically, that fit Chris 
toa T. 


“Good to see you guys are happy. You"ll be a great team 
together.” 


Andrei smiled. “You"re still invited.” 


Chris nodded. “No matter what, you guys know I"Il always 
have 


your back.” 


“I know, and John does too.” 
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CHRIS watched him go and then slid his hands into the 
pockets of his 


jeans. Shit. What was he going to do now? He had enough 
credit and 


cash reserves to check into a decent hotel or even rent a 
little place— 


with a real bed and furniture, thank you—but what would he 
do? 


He hadn"t been without a job of some kind since his balls 
had 


started growing hair. The military, then GORGON. Being a 
paid killer 


was pretty much all he knew, and doing it freelance was a 
definite 


possibility, but most of those jobs were on the wrong side or 
in crappy 


places he never wanted to visit again. Shit. 


He needed to have a backup plan, because when the day 
came— 


and he had a gut feeling it would be too soon—Nikita was 
going to 


blow away in the wind, and Chris would be totally fucked, 
and not in 


the ways he enjoyed the most. 
With a muttered “Ah, shit,” he walked along the Budapester 


Strasse until a car slammed on its brakes, nearly hitting him 
when he 


approached a corner. The passenger door opened. 
“Get in.” 


“Jesus, Nicky, you could have killed me.” He pulled out his 
cell. 


“You could have called me to meet you.” 
“Well, | didn"t. Get in.” 


Chris plunked down and pulled the door shut. There was 
tension 


around Nikita"s jaw, even more than normal. Note to self— 
sex only 


relaxed this Russian for about three hours. “You tracked me? 
Aww, 


that"s sweet of you.” 
“The Tempelhof job is cancelled.” 


“Why's that?” 


“I talked to the German police. They have a mole or some 
kind of 


informer. My contacts at Zaitsev'"s were in touch and said 
the auction"s 


been moved. They don"t know where yet.” 
“That's shit.” 


“Also means | can"t get the Germans involved at all until 
they've 


found the hole. Shit. That would have been too fucking 
easy.” 
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“There's still GORGON.” 

Nikita glanced at him at the red light. “You didn"t seem 


convinced they"Il let me in on this. Besides, what"s your 
people's stake 


in this?” 

“Hey, we fight international crime too.” 

“And hire criminals.” 

“Normally we don't. | mean, they don"t, but they made an 


exception with Andrei. And if you aren't playing completely 
ignorant 


when they do say yes, I"m in serious shit.” 
“Don"t worry about that.” 


“Yeah, well, it"s my ass.” Chris glanced out the window. 
“You"ll 


see, they"ll fix everything in the background. John"s good at 
playing the 


upper levels. He"ll get us the mission, the expense account, 
and a 


general pardon for whatever boo-boo they think | 
committed. Let's 


hope he'll get you in on this too.” 
“And I"ll worry later about how to explain that to my side.” 


Nikita pulled into a parking place. “I brought your gym kit. 
Let"s have 


a workout, then lunch, then wait for your friends to get in 
touch.” 


CHRIS took the spotter position, content to put off his own 
workout in 


order to watch Nikita bench press. Power and its effect on 
sex was 


evident in each ripple of muscle, each drop of pheromone- 
laden sweat 


that beaded on the Russian'"s skin. 


More than once, Chris had to adjust his aching cock and 
dissuade 


himself from dropping down to fuck Nikita then and there. It 
was so 


fucking hot to watch him push that weight, his gaze fixed on 
some 


imaginary point as he strived to make the 220-plus pounds 
his bitch. 


Chris wanted nothing more than to fall to his knees and suck 
the 


big guy off once he finished the last rep and sat up to mop 
his sweaty 


brow and kick back some water. 
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“Give me another twenty.” 

“You sure? You don"t want to strain anything you might need 
later.” 

Nikita grinned a sexy, smirky grin. “Put the plates on, bitch.” 


THIS gym had a boxing ring, and after Chris did lifting of his 
own, 


Nikita suggested they go at it mixed martial arts-style. Chris 
was only 


marginally aware that they"d begun to draw an audience. 
He was far 


too concerned with dodging kicks, throwing punches, and 
getting in as 


many licks of his own as he could. 


God, this was the ultimate foreplay, and better than that 
first 


encounter he and Nikita had had back in the London house. 
This wasn"t 


just a friendly sparring match; this was all-out war, and they 
both were 


fighting to win, because after all: 
The loser takes it up the ass. 


Nikita landed a kidney punch that sent Chris into the ropes 
and 


gasping for breath. 
“Give it up.” 
“Not a chance, Nicky. Not a fucking chance.” Chris steadied 


himself, pulling determination and willpower out of his ass, 
and spun 


on the offensive, kicking and punching, ducking low, hitting 
hard, 


pounding the big guy into the corner. Chris slowed his 
attack. Big 


mistake. Nikita got in a low blow, went right for the jewels 
but backed 


off just short of bringing Chris to his knees. 


“Let's... call ita draw... and get lunch,” he said between 
heavy 


breaths. 
Chris nodded. “Works... for me.” 
Passing into the locker room, he grabbed the waistband of 


Nikita"s shorts and jerked him back close enough to 
whisper. “This 


way we both win and can both get it up the ass.” 
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Chris decided that Nikita"s deep laugh ringing off the tiled 
walls 


was one of the finest things he"d ever heard. 


WHILE the old Tom Petty song may have taken issue with 
waiting 


being the hardest part, Chris loved the gnawing anticipation 
brewing 


between himself and Nikita as they showered, dressed, and 
headed out 


to grab some food. Sex clearly on both their minds, both of 
them set on 


making the other wait long enough to beg for it. 


But the natural buzz Chris had going took a hit as they 
waited for 


their main course and his phone sounded “The Ride Of The 
Valkyries .” 


What the fuck did the Dragon Lady want? 


He opened the text fully expecting to see a big You’re fired! 
But 


instead it read Meet Stefan. Men’s room. Now. 

“Oh, what the fuck,” he muttered, snapping the phone shut. 
“Problem?” Nikita asked, buttering a slice of crusty bread. 
“Probably. I"ll be right back.” 


Wudarczek was at a urinal, and Chris leaned against one of 
the 


sinks, thinking it was a pity that the guy had such a great 
dick yet was 


such a rotten lay. “What's the deal?” 


Shaking off and stuffing himself back into his pants, Stefan 
took 


his own sweet time in washing and drying his hands. “l 
don"t know 


who Soong fucked or why, but you"re still on board.” He 
pulled an 


envelope from his suit jacket and handed it over. 


“Andrei has already left. You and your little friend are ona 
later 


flight.” 
He left without another word, only a parting envious glance. 


Chris whistled when he peeked in the envelope and saw the 
two 


tickets to Geneva, business class this time. Johnny, | owe 
you big time. 


The waiter was just bringing their orders when he returned 
to the 


dining area. 
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“You get laid?” Nikita asked when Chris sat down. 


Chris winked. “I"m saving myself for marriage.” He placed 
his 


napkin on his lap and cut into the salmon he'd ordered. “It 
seems you 


and | have been pegged to take a little road trip.” 
“To Geneva,” Nikita said drily. 
“Ohhh. Psychic as well as great in bed. | knew | liked you for 


more than one reason.” Chris sipped his wine. “How'd you 
know?” 


Nikita tapped his own cell phone, which was now on the 
table. “| 


received my own call while you were gone.” 
“Care to elaborate?” 


Nikita pointed at the cell phone as if to blame it for 
whatever he'd 


say next. “There's a lot of... excitement in Moscow over 
this. | was 


ordered to, and | quote, „play along".” 
“You think GORGON told your people they want you?” 


“| didn't press. They wouldn't tell anyway, but I"Il ask a 
couple 


questions when | get back home.” 


Hope that going home thing never happens, buddy, Chris 
thought, 


and pushed some rice onto his fork. The fun of doing a job, 
the fun of 


doing it with Nikita, and the rush of taking him to bed—or to 
mattress, 


or against the wall—in the next half hour or so meant that 
whatever 


came after would be a triple kick to the gut. 


Unless GORGON hired Nikita. That was if Nikita wanted the 
job. 


Fuck, there were too many ifs involved. He normally 
accepted that 


people met and parted; just having a good time didn"t 
change that. In 


many ways, it even confirmed the pattern and sped it up. 
Nikita studied him. “I even know where we're going after 
Geneva.” 


“Oh.” Chris realized he hadn"t responded, had completely 
missed 


the cue. “Do tell, my man.” 


Nikita hesitated, then smiled. “We"re going to Bari. That"s 
where 


the boat is.” 
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“What boat?” 


“Huge, ostentatious bitch, owned by a billionaire. It"s where 
they 


think the new auction is being held. | assume somebody up 
in Moscow 


really wants to clean out his closet, so seems | have free 
rein. To 


explain, we're targeting a big hitter now. Shkadov'"s just a 
poodle 


against him. Maybe they"re rewarding me for good service.” 


Grinning, Chris nudged Nikita"s foot under the table. “How 
about 


| reward you for benching 250 today?” 
“Food first.” 


“Hot in bed and practical. You"re the man of my dreams, big 
guy.” 


“SOMEONE'S been busy,” Chris teased when they arrived 
back at the 


apartment. The mattress had been pulled a few inches from 
the wall, 


giving access to the steel eyebolts fastened into the floor. At 
the foot of 


the mattress on either side, two more large stainless 
eyebolts were 


screwed in. 
Chris pulled off his jacket and sat on the arm of the chair to 


remove his boots and socks. “What do you have in mind, 
you naughty 


boy, you?” 


Nikita fixed him with his badass motherfucker stare. “No 
jokes, 


just do as you"re told.” 


“Sure,” Chris answered simply. If big pharma could bottle 
that 


look and that tone, they just might have the most potent 
aphrodisiac 


ever. At least it worked its magic on him. His dick was 
swelling to the 


point of discomfort. And he had to stand and unzip to relieve 
some of 


the pressure. 


Nikita was already undressed and more inviting than ever as 
he 


stood with his back turned, pulling some things from a 
plastic bag. 


Chris remembered the feel of his dick buried deep in that 
tight ass, and 


he wanted to experience it again, though he doubted that 
was what the 


Russian had on the agenda for right then. 
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Chris had to clamp his jaws to hold in the quip of “Ohhhh 
kinky!” 


at the sight of the rope, plastic zip tie handcuffs, and bottle 
of lube 


Nikita set on the mattress edge. 
“What are you waiting for? Strip.” 


“Yes, sir,” Chris said softly, not minding the subservient tone 
that 


Slipped out. He gave Nikita a questioning look when the 
other man 


came from the bathroom with a can of shaving cream, but 
he said 


nothing. 


Nikita let the can fall to the floor, approached Chris, and 
grabbed 


Chris's left nipple, twisting and squeezing enough to make 
Chris wince. 


He grabbed the back of Chris"s neck with his other hand, 
jerked him 


into a punishing kiss. 


Oh fuck, this was good. Better than good, hotter than hell, 
and 


they hadn"t even gotten started. 
Nikita broke the kiss, bit Chris"s shoulder, slid his hot tongue 


down across his pec and then clamped his mouth on the 
still-tender 


nipple. He sucked hard, scraped his teeth over the sensitive 
flesh, and 


made Chris groan when he pulled away. 
“Get on the bed.” 


Chris did. His pulse raced, throbbed in his cock as he 
imagined 


being bound and at the Russian"s mercy. 


“Sit up,” Nikita ordered, kneeling on the mattress with the 
skein 


of rope in his hand. 


Chris wasn't the least bit surprised that Nikita knew exactly 
what 


he was doing as he uncoiled the rope, wound it around 
Chris's chest, 


crisscrossing it over the back of his neck across his chest 
again, and 


then looped it around his waist and up his arms, two long 
ends dangling 


over his shoulders on either side. He made Chris lie back 
and secured 


the rope ends to the steel bolts, the rope taut under his 
armpits. 


Swallowing hard, Chris bit back a comment about hoping no 
one 


yelled fire. He took several slow breaths and told himself 
that Nikita 


knew what he was doing. He wouldn"t put Chris in danger. 
As if 
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sensing the unease, Nikita stroked his thigh before jerking 
his legs 


further apart to secure his ankles to the eyebolts in the 
floor. 


Nikita stood at the foot of the bed and stared, his hand 
slowly 


stroking his own dick, thumb flicking back and forth over the 
swollen 


head to spread around the precome. “Do you remember 
your safe 


word?” 
“Yas,” 
“Good ; a) 


Nikita gave him another smoldering look and went to 
retrieve 


something from his clothing. 
The knife. 


Shit. Chris shivered, more with anticipation than fear as 
Nikita 


came forward, dropped to his knees on the edge of the 
mattress, and ran 


the flat of the blade up and down the ropes binding his 
chest. 


“I"ve decided to shave your balls.” 
“Okay.” 


Jesus! How good was this guy with that fucking blade? His 
balls? 


Christ! 


“You"re afraid.” 


“Uneasy. You understand.” 


Nikita"s smile was more calculating than comforting, and it 
made 


Chris"s pulse beat quicker. Taking the knife from its sheath, 
Nikita 


studied the dark blade, turned it so the light caught the 
Silvery strip of 


Sharpened edge. 

“You needn"t worry, Chris. I"ve shaved Katya with this. She 
found it to be rather arousing.” 

“I"m not worried.” 

“Good.” 


Nikita set down the knife on Chris"s bound chest, and 
reached for 


the shaving cream, squirting out a small dollop onto his 
thick fingers. 
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He smoothed it over Chris"s tight ball sac, wiping the excess 
on the 


edge of the sheet. He ran his fingertips along the length of 
Chris's stiff 


cock, gripped the head, and squeezed, milking a dribble of 
precome, 


which he sucked away. 


“It"s a good thing you"re hard. We wouldn't want it in the 
way 


and vulnerable, now would we?” 
“I guess not.” 


Nikita"s chuckle was throaty and dirty, and Chris shifted on 
the 


mattress, hating yet loving the feeling of being trapped, 
bound like a 


prisoner and subjected to the carnal whims of the 
intimidating cop 


before him. 


With a surprisingly gentle touch and short, precise strokes, 
Nikita 


Shaved him "til his scrotum was bare as the day he was born 
and then 


wiped the foamy residue away with the sheet. 
“You did well, Chris. Did you enjoy it?” 
“Oh yeah.” 


Nikita grinned and set the knife down. He stood, looked at 
his 


handiwork, his own cock hard and pointing out, tempting 
Chris, 


making him lick his lips. 


Nikita crouched, picked up the knife, and sliced the plastic 
cuff 


holding Chris"s legs. He sliced through the rope at his wrists 
as well 


and helped him stand. “Sit down,” he said, indicating the 
armless 


wooden chair near the whiteboards. 


Chris did, the ropes rubbing as he moved, the wooden seat 
cold 


against the hot skin of his ass. Nikita came forward, lube in 
hand, and 


drizzled it on Chris"s cock, spread it with his fingers. Then 
he slathered 


his own. 


Chris held his breath, exhaling slowly when Nikita mounted 
him, 


sinking down fast, taking him all in. 


They kissed, battling for control as they always seemed to 
do, 


Nikita gripping his shoulders, Chris holding onto the 
Russian"s lean 


hips. Nikita wasted no time in gripping the back of the chair 
and riding 
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hard and fast, his slick cock bobbing against the ropes still 
binding 


Chris. 
“Use your hand.” 


Chris was only too glad to oblige, knowing he couldn"t last 
long 


at this pace. Nikita came first, his hot come shooting up to 
hit Chris"s 


chin, his ass muscles clenching with each spurt, pushing 
Chris over the 


edge as well. 
They clung to one another, sweaty, gasping for breath. 


Nikita touched his forehead to Chris"s and murmured 
something 


in Russian as they drifted back from the high. 


After a time, Nikita moved first, helped Chris stand and 
pulled off 


the ropes. They didn"t bother cleaning up but lay on the 
mattress, the 


sheet pulled up to their chests. Chris lay on his side, Nikita 
spooned 


behind him, body still damp with sweat, his cock growing 
soft as it 


nestled against the cleft of Chris"s ass. Nikita wrapped an 
arm around 


his chest, kissed his shoulder, and nuzzled his neck. Chris 
gripped 


Nikita"s hand and closed his eyes, wishing he could banish 
the image of 


Nikita walking out of his life once his job was done. 
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Chapter 12 


THEY had breakfast the day after at the airport, and Nikita 
couldn"t 


help but think he"d never had so much fun on a job. There 
was the dark, 


grim satisfaction of busting kneecaps, there was the relief 
and closure 


when he filed his reports, a moment of emotional emptiness 
and calm. 


But that didn"t strictly qualify as “fun.” 


Now, Chris was fun, and he brought fun along wherever he 
went. 


Nikita still wasn"t quite sure about the man"s constant 
refusal to take 


anything seriously and assumed it was a mask, but other 
than that, 


Chris Gibson was simply great company. 


He"d come to love hearing Chris talk and tell stupid stories 
about 


one of the hundreds of people that he knew (and had slept 
with). He"d 


been thoroughly amused watching how Chris grabbed a dry 
sandwich, 


placed it in his hand, and moved the top slice, mimicking 
some Stefan 


guy"s speech—that sandwich-as-hand-puppet act made 
Nikita almost 


spit coffee across the table. And then that smug grin of 
Chris's, that /’m 


irresistible and I know it smirk that made Nikita calculate 
whether or 


not they could have a quickie in the toilets before they left. 


Well, on the other hand, anticipation made everything so 
much 


better. Berlin to Geneva was a quick flight, a mere hop 
across open 


landscape and then mountains while Chris caught a bit of 
Sleep and 


placed his hand on Nikita"s thigh under the blanket. Small 
gestures like 


that—they didn"t seem to mean much, certainly not with a 
guy who 


laughed at anything, unless, of course, he was submitting 
and 


playing—but Nikita felt they were significant. He didn"t 
touch ina 


work environment, but with Chris, it wasn't just work. 
Damn, the lines 
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blurred, and he had no idea if that was good or bad. Possibly 
Chris was 


used to that—with this John guy having been a lover and a 
teammate. 


They arrived, picked up a rental, and drove toward 
Montreaux, 


where Chris said he lived. The place he inhabited was 
certainly 


expensive, and as Chris pointed out, “had the full set of 
furniture.” 


More than that, it certainly hinted that Chris Gibson had 
been earning 


good money. 
“Freshen up a bit, and then we'll deck you out.” 
“I have everything | need.” 


“I can"t have you run around with that crappy Makarov of 
yours.” 


Nikita lifted an eyebrow. “The Makarov is perfectly 
adequate.” 


“Not for you. You deserve something better.” Chris patted 
his 

shoulder. “I couldn"t forgive myself if you kept shooting with 
such an 


uncool pistol. Especially one with an eight-round mag.” He 
shook his 


head, his expression clearly one of pity. 


He did have a nice weapons collection. Like something 
straight 


out of the latest Punisher movie, Chris had a massive, 
Sliding, armored 


compartment built into a wall, which had a fair selection of 
gear: pistols, 


rifles, flak vests, assorted spy stuff. 
“GORGON doesn"t have an armory?” Nikita asked. 


“You're too concerned about things you should know 
nothing 


about,” somebody said from the door. It was the Asian guy, 
Chris"s 


teammate, ex-lover. 


“Hey John. What do you think, is Nikita a Beretta kinda guy 
or 


maybe a Colt 1911?” 


“What about Sig Sauer?” John leaned against the wall, and 
Nikita 


could feel his hostility despite the blank face. 
“Where's Andrei?” 
“Picking up some food and paperwork.” 


“Is Stefan coming?” 


John shook his head. “He"s at HQ.” 
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“Good. He's a pain in the ass | don"t need.” 


John shrugged and glanced pointedly at Nikita. “Mr. 
Kazakov, 


this is a cooperation at the highest level, but you"re not 
privy to the 


internal workings of our side. In fact, Chris here is directly 
responsible 


for any of your actions. He"s gathered a few black marks 
because of 


you already, so you should be as cooperative and as 
unobtrusive as you 


possibly can.” 


“I"m a team player,” Nikita said, calming himself down with 
the 


thought that John was most likely simply jealous. Rubbing in 
policies 


and more-secret-than-thou bullshit meant the man was 
engaging him on 


terms of hierarchy. And Nikita, right now, had the weapon at 
his 


disposal that stood him in good stead in Moscow law 
enforcement: 


yawning indifference. “Will | be briefed too?” 


“Strictly on a need-to-know basis. And | don"t particularly 
feel 


you need to know a bloody thing.” 
“You"re acting team leader, | gather.” 


“You gather correctly, Mr. Kazakov.” The tone said, “And | 
hate 


your guts.” 


“Which is to say it"s his ass if | step over the line anymore,” 
Chris 


announced. “John can be very protective.” 


“I gather that.” Nikita stepped to the side to study the 
weapons. 


His Makarov was fine, but it was also his official weapon and 
could be 


traced. And he tried not to travel with too much hardware 
while he had 


to use planes and didn't always have access to a Russian 
diplomatic 


pouch or the embassy network to get some vital gear in and 
out. 


The gleam of gold caught his eye, and he gave Chris a long 
look. 


“Tell me you've never actually used this.” 


“Hell no, never would, not unless | felt a drag queen 
moment 


coming on.” Chris picked up the big gold-plated Magnum 
and took aim 


at an imaginary target in the rear of the storage closet. 
Shaking his head, 


he replaced it in its spot. “It was a gift. Long story. Don"t 
ask.” 
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Nikita smirked and looked over the arsenal once more, 


considering a stainless steel .45 caliber with a wooden grip 
but 


bypassing it for a less flashy Beretta similar to Chris"s own. 
“Awww, aren't you a sweetheart,” Chris said with a grin. He 


grabbed a box of ammunition and pocketed it. “Let's hit the 
firing 


range so you can get the feel for my baby.” 


In the underground parking garage, Chris unlocked the black 


BMW and slid behind the wheel. He pulled out his cell phone 
and 


brought up a Google page. “The day's still young, and we 
can hit any 


number of ranges. Which one, which one....” 
He turned his head and flashed a grin at Nikita, who felt the 


man"s sexual power down to his balls. “The closest?” he 
offered. 


“Nah. The least crowded this time of day.” Chris winked. 


“Blasting shit makes me horny, and I just might want to do 
you at some 


point.” He laughed and turned the key in the ignition, hitting 
the play 


button on the high-end car stereo as he backed out of the 
parking slot. 


IT TOOK a few rounds for Nikita to get accustomed to firing 
the new 


weapon, but he was up to his usual accuracy in no time at 
all, matching 


Chris bull"s-eye for bull"s-eye. While he couldn"t say that 
generally 


“blasting shit” made him hard, shooting with Chris Gibson 
certainly 


did. The man was very hot indeed with that single-minded 
intensity. 


The way concentration tightened his jaw, straightened that 
strong back 


and narrowed those brown eyes. The man was far too 
appealing for his 


own—or anyone else"s—good. 


They did indulge in a bit of mutual masturbation in the 
men's 


room prior to leaving the shooting range, more a quick 
release than 


anything, a way to take off the edge and give more time to 
build the 


anticipation that grew stronger between them with each 
passing hour. 


Chris Gibson was a complication to his simple life he hadn"t 
seen 


coming. He felt increasingly unsure of how to deal with this, 
the 


unusual tug upon something inside as certain things 
replayed 
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themselves in his mind. Their first encounter, the impulse to 
stake his 


claim upon Gibson's flesh. 

“Do it again.” 

“Cut you?” 

“The way you did. The exact same thing.” 
This is mine. 


On the drive back to the condo in Montreaux, Nikita reclined 
his 


seat, closed his eyes, and lost himself in the pounding 
rhythm of 


American music, leaving the thinking and the decision 
making for 


another time and place. 


But the relaxation was immediately gone when they 
returned to 


the condo and John opened the door. There was something 
even more 


reserved about him, stiff and unyielding. 


The reason became clear when Nikita caught a glimpse of a 
blond 


man, short hair, bluish eyes. He seemed... more together 
than he"d 


been when he'd lived in London. Cleaner, maybe, or maybe 
it was the 


fact he got more sleep and worked less than he had as a 
high-flying 


corporate lawyer. The changes in his appearance were 
profound enough 


to give him a “new” face, but unlike the surgically lifted, 
sculpted and 


Botoxed elite, Andrei Voronin still looked perfectly natural. 
He looked 


like his own distant relative. Andrei glanced at him and 
paused, staring, 


expression searching, half-empty. 


Chris had told him that Andrei didn"t remember. Nikita had 
been 


dubious about that, but he suddenly realized that that was 
exactly what 


was wrong with Andrei, and the fine hair in his neck stood 
up. Second 


chance? 


John was watching them both with keen interest and 
withheld 


belligerence, so Nikita did nothing. Andrei nodded as if he"d 
reached a 


decision and came toward him. “Hi. | believe we"ve met 
before.” 


“Yes, we have.” 

Andrei gave a pained grin. “I don"t remember.” 
“I believe you.” 
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Andrei"s eyes flashed. Irritation, maybe, or a memory? This 
felt 


like walking on eggshells. 
“What did you do? What happened?” 


Nikita sat down, giving up his advantage, but he figured 
anything 


that put Andrei at ease would be good. “Would you prefer to 
speak 


Russian?” 
Andrei shook his head. “What happened? We didn't... do 
anything, did we?” 


“No.” Nikita smiled. He hoped Andrei saw it as a friendly 
gesture. 


“You were a source of information. You copied me 
everything you had 


on Zaitsev"s business dealings. We could freeze all his 
assets the same 


moment | pulled the trigger and killed him. You killed his 
power, | 


finished off his body. Maybe that is a bit of a consolation for 
what he 


has done to you.” 


Andrei gave a slight nod, more a gesture of acceptance than 
one 


of triumph. 


Chris had excused himself to the bathroom when they"d 
arrived, 


and he returned now, clearing his throat louder than 
necessary. “I"m 


starved. What say we have dinner before talking business— 
or as much 


business as John is willing to cut loose?” 


John shot him a cold look, and Nikita settled back in the 
leather 


armchair, crossed one leg casually over the other. 


“We have food, right?” Chris asked. When John nodded, 
Chris 


smiled. “Awesome. Come help me, Johnny, no one"s as 
quick with a 


knife as you. Well, almost no one,” he added, smirking in 
Nikita"s 


direction. 


Nikita answered in kind, watching from the corner of his eye 
as 


Chris tugged John Soong's sleeve and coaxed him from the 
room. 


Nikita turned to watch them go, smiling to himself when 
Chris flipped 


him the finger as he disappeared through the swinging door. 


It came as no surprise when John propped open the door so 
he 


could keep watch. 
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Nikita looked to Andrei, who sat doing everything to avoid 
his 


gaze. “I"m not going to hurt you,” he said softly in Russian. 
“And | 


apologize for not realizing you"d be in danger when you left 
London. 


My resources are not as expansive as your new 
employer's.” 


The stiffness of Andrei"s posture eased. “I understand. It 
might 


have happened even if you hadn't gotten involved. The 
mafiosi....” He 


made a small gesture, leaving what they both knew unsaid. 
He glanced 


toward the kitchen, smiled, and then turned back. “All things 


considered, it was a blessing. A little frightening but with far 
more 


good than bad.” 


Chris"s voice echoed out, an innuendo-laden commentary 
on 


John"s selection of vegetables, and Nikita couldn't help but 
smile. “Is 


he ever serious?” 


“About his work, always. Well, mostly. It"s his way, | 
Suppose.” 


Andrei stood. “Would you like a drink? Vodka?” 


“Of course.” 


Nikita watched him pour the vodka into glasses, the alcohol 
SO 


cold that it was nearly viscous, and then took the glass 
when Andrei 


handed it to him. He wondered if Andrei had come that 
close to see 


how he'd react. 
We didn’t do anything, did we? 


No. They were two different men. One stressed, scared, 
brittle, 


this one thoughtful and possessing a strange calm. The 
lawyer had 


challenged Nikita to be broken and forced into compliance. 
This man... 


didn"t. He was attractive enough but didn"t trigger the 
Same responses. 


Which was a strange relief, when he thought of Chris. 


Nikita pondered saying anything else, anything more, but 
Andrei 


seemed to be okay with the silence. Or maybe just thinking. 
Finally he 


blew out a breath. “Anything you want to know from me?” 


“How different was |?” 


“You were haunted. Spending a lot of money on fast cars. 
Drugs, 


parties... just what you"d expect from a lawyer. Cocaine, 
mostly, 


possibly speed.” 
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“You know fine lawyers.” 

Nikita laughed. “The job probably doesn"t give me a 
representative sample of the total population.” 


He wanted to laugh even more when John Soong appeared 
with a 


plate of finger foods, hit him with a look that was clearly 
meant to be 


menacing, and leaned in close to Andrei, asking if he was all 
right 


being out here. 
“It"s fine. We're okay.” 


John left without further comment, but his lingering 
SUSPICIONS 


seemed to be carried out of the kitchen upon the tantalizing 
scents of 


cooking. Nikita popped one of the cocktail shrimp into his 
mouth and 


chewed thoughtfully. He swallowed, washing it down with a 
Sip of his 


drink. “Do you remember anything of your life before?” 


Andrei shook his head. “Bits and pieces mostly, flashes of 
things. 


One night John and | were going through photos and online 
videos of 


Russia, and | remembered some things. Not so much people 
or events, 


but feelings, the emotion connected to places.” 


“THEY keep speaking Russian. | don"t like it. | don"t trust 
him.” 


Chris shook his head and tossed the salad in the cut glass 
bowl. 


“John, babe. His native language is about the only thing 
Andrei really 


remembers about home, can you blame him for wanting to 
speak it 


once in a while?” 


John shot him yet another pissy look. “I still don"t trust 
Kazakov.” 


“You could give him a chance.” 


“You're insane.” 


Chris smirked. “Almost have to be to kill bad guys fora 
living, 


don"tcha think?” He carried the salad bowl out to the dining 
table and 


came back in to check the steaks in the oven broiler. 


“So what new side of yourself has Kazakov shown you?” 
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“Chris...,” John said, still clearly pissy about Andrei being 
alone 


with Nikita and him only understanding every thirtieth word 
or so. If 


that. Andrei had made some rather cute attempts to teach 
John Russian, 


but they didn"t get much further than “I love you,” and 
“fuck me, baby,” 


Chris assumed. 


Chris prodded the steaks. What was the saying? If they felt 
like 


cheek, they were raw. If they felt like nose, they were 
medium. Chin 


was cooked through. One guy had told him if they felt like 
hard dick, 


they were cooked, but that was something he really didn't 
want to 


connect. Besides, cooking a steak through was a sacrilege. 
“Nikita and | have a lot in common, okay?” 


John studied him, and Chris hoped that John didn"t know 
him that 


well. Not well enough to read his mind. 
“I get off on his style of sex.” 
“Did | ask for details?” 


“There's no „fuzzy“ in his kind of handcuffs, if you get what 
I"m 


saying.” 
John"s jaw sagged open. “Your leg. He cuts you.” 


“Once, okay, and that was when he thought | offed Andrei. 
Geez.” 


John gave him one of those holier-than-thou looks, and Chris 


flipped the steaks and slammed the broiler drawer shut. He 
drummed 


his fingers on the stove top twice and then turned the oven 
off and 


pulled the pan out, transferring the steaks to the waiting 
platter. 


John stepped into his path before he reached the kitchen 
door. “l 


really hope you know what you"re getting into with him.” 
“I do, Mommy Dearest, now let's eat.” 


The mood was still tense but bearable when John decided to 
give 


them a clue as to what was going to go down. 
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“My Chinese contact, Yang Ka-Fai, has set me up as one of 
the 


bidders at the auction aboard an ultra luxury yacht setting 
off from Bari 


in a few days.” 
“I have an idea of who this yacht owner is,” Nikita said. He 
sipped his wine. “Yevgeny Anatolyevich Timofeyev.” 


John frowned. “Yes.” He cleared his throat and sipped his 
own 


drink before continuing. “Timofeyev was one of the first 
tycoons to 


spring up after the socialist regime fell. Evidently he"s going 
a bit too 


far in thinking he's invulnerable to the current 
administration's laws, 


and someone contacted our side, and that's all | know.” 
“More like all you"re willing to admit to,” Nikita muttered. 
“How much do you know, Nicky?” Chris asked. 


Nikita took his time piling salad onto his plate. “That guy is 
dirty 


but used to be untouchable. He made his fortune smuggling 
nickel and 


aluminum in the early nineties, then moved into Moscow 
real estate, all 


backed by his contacts in the old and new government and 
protected by 


gangsters he hired as cheap guns. That"s how he knows 
Shkadov—and 


a number of other underworld figures. After they cancelled 
the auction 


at Tempelhof, | imagine Shkadov asked his old friend to 
arrange the 


auction elsewhere. And even with Timofeyev"s contacts, he 
can"t just 


say no to a vor. Shkadov is too powerful.” 
“So if he"s untouchable, why can we have him now?” 
“Maybe there was a shift in power high up, maybe he has 


neglected paying his bribes, maybe the government has 
decided that his 


assets will be divided up some other way. Maybe one of the 
new 


loyalists really wants that boat.” 
“New loyalists?” 


“That's what we call the oligarchs that are paying their 
taxes and 


keep their noses clean. They end up buying British football 
clubs and 


enjoy a longer life than their peers. Untouchable, whatever 
other shit 


they"re pulling.” Nikita glanced to John, the look clearly 
challenging 


John for a quid-pro-quo. 


“And they are selling women at their auctions?” 
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“Yes, women and girls,” Nikita confirmed. “This is pretty sick 
stuff. Maybe worse than the usual.” 
Chris frowned. “What do you mean?” 


Nikita pushed his plate away. “Of the many thousand 
women that 


are trafficked every year, most end up in massage parlors, 
as escorts, or 


street walkers. Some get freed in raids, others are turned 
loose when 


they get older than about thirty, some run away, some 
become victims 


of violence from their clients or pimps, or kill themselves.” 


He stared at the plate, his cold eyes seeing something that 
Chris 


didn"t want to guess at. 


“Conservative estimate says that human trafficking in 
Europe is a 


five billion euro industry. You can buy a woman for a few 
grand—you 


pay some to those that lure them into that life, then costs, 
bribes, forged 


papers. And then you put them to work, recouping your 
expenditure 


within a few months. Of course, you can use them any other 
way too.” 


By now, Nikita"s voice held no inflection. “Some pimps treat 


them like wives. | know of marriages. Children. Anyway. For 
these 


heavy hitters to be interested, they are trading something 
special. 


Underage virgins, or maybe girls that end up killed during or 
after sex. 


Or both. | never got that far up.” 


“You're onto the „something special",” John said. “Yang 
wasn't 


sure what the ,,product", as he called it, was, but the guest 
list was 


exclusive.” 


Chris took a forkful of braised carrots. “Going to make your 
joba 


bit tough then, won"t it, John? How are you going to pull off 
being an 


interested buyer if you don"t Know what you"re supposed to 
be 


interested in?” 


“I'll work it out,” John said, casting a glance from Nikita 
back to 


him. “You always say I"ve got the gift of bullshit.” 


Chris raised his glass to his teammate. And a pissy way of 
keeping 


your cards close to your vest. 


The meal passed quietly, and afterward John and Andrei 
went out 


for a walk. Chris pulled out his laptop and kicked back on 
the sofa. “l 
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know that name, Timofeyev,” he said, bringing up a search 
engine. 


“Now | remember.” He clicked an older video link. A brief 
report ona 


newly launched private “floating palace.” 
“This our mark"s boat?” he asked as Nikita came from the 
bathroom. 


Nikita crouched beside the sofa, his suit jacket off, tie gone, 
Shirt 


partially unbuttoned, sleeves rolled up to expose his thick 
lower arms. 


“That's him. Such a fucking show off.” 


“Five hundred million for a boat?” 


“One of the other oligarchs paid eight hundred recently. It"s 
a 


dick-waving contest. But few invite a camera team in to 
show the full 


extent of their bad taste.” 


“You're not much of an interior decorator, either, Nicky.” 
Chris 


grinned. “You have a hell of a lot to learn about being gay in 
Style.” 


Nikita pointed at the gallery. “Print the images out. At least 
we 


can familiarize ourselves with the layout.” 


“Anything else about this guy we should check? What else 
do 


you have on him?” 
“| could never touch him,” Nikita said in a low voice. “So, no. 
Nothing.” 


“Okay.” Chris saved the pics and sent them to the 
networked 


printer across the room. As the printer kicked on, he 
watched Nikita at 


the dining table pouring himself the last of the red wine. 
Now why did 


he have the nagging feeling he hadn"t gotten a complete 
answer to his 


question about this Timofeyev guy? 


He set the laptop on the glass-topped cocktail table, went to 
the 


desk, and waited for the pictures to finish printing. Nikita 
came up 


beside him, stood close enough to touch at arm and hip. 
“Look at that shit. Crocodile hide walls, platinum plumbing 


fixtures. A fucking vegetable garden for his five-star chef.” 
He tossed 


back the wine and set the glass on the desk. “I"m taking a 
shower, 


okay?” 
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“Help yourself, big guy. Guest room's all yours... and mine, 
too, 


if you don"t mind. Or I can crash on the couch here, no 
biggie.” 


“Your house, you take the room.” 


“What, no sharing? Or are you allergic to real beds with 
frames 


and springs?” 
“How about | fuck you into that mattress and show you how 
allergic | am?” 


Chris grinned, trying not to acknowledge that nagging 
feeling that 


something was off. “We"ll have to be all vanilla. Wouldn"t 
want to 


disturb Mama John in the next room if we do.” 
“I"d just have to gag you,” Nikita said. 


But he didn't. Still, it was intense, passionate enough that 
Chris 


had to remember that they both had to be silent (even 
though he 


suspected that John and Andrei were doing pretty much the 
same thing). 


Vanilla in their case meant that Chris fucked Nikita, then 
Nikita him. It 


worked for them both, and there was always the thrill that, 
in theory at 


least, there was always a knife close, or a piece of rope, or 
really 


anything that Nikita"s inventive mind could turn into a toy. 


Afterward, Nikita placed his head on Chris"s chest ina 
strangely 


vulnerable gesture, idly tracing the lines of his pecs, 
sternum, ribs, and 


abs with light fingers. But they shifted positions before they 
drifted off 


to sleep, with Nikita spooning him. The Russian was a study 
in 


contrasts, like he was two men in one, and Chris wondered 
how many 


people ever saw the guy inside. Strange to see how human 
the big guy 


really was, but he found he didn"t mind. 


CHAPTER 13 
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THE next day began a whirlwind of activity: going over all 
the intel 


they could gather, picking up and testing unobtrusive audio 
and video 


recording devices to gather evidence once inside. 
Chris decided there was no time like the present to make 


additional use of the special ops budget and insisted they 
take a quick 


shopping expedition to Paris for some new threads. Even 
practical John 


had to agree the right look would go far in helping them 
infiltrate the 


high-rolling trafficking ring. 


But damn, Johnny was looking like he was going to blow a 
brain 


artery from the stress of heading such a big gig. Of course it 
was 


understandable, since he was ultimately responsible for 
rookie Andrei, 


black sheep Chris, and wild card Nikita as well as making 
sure they got 


enough evidence to arrest and convict dangerous, well- 
connected 


scumbags. 


The poor guy had barely touched the hella awesome dinner 
they"d 


gone out to eat, leaving before they"d finished dessert, 
saying he had a 


last minute meeting to get to. Chris was pondering how to 
help his 


buddy chill and enjoying the occasional glimpse of Nikita 
and Andrei 


making nice and having some male bonding chitchat when 
John came 


barreling into the apartment. 
“Sssshhh. Tone it down, dude.” 


“I need to talk to you, Chris. Privately. Now.” 


FIRST BLOOD 


177 


Chris let John tug him to the bedroom and found himself 
both 


amused and ticked off at the way John stopped and gave 
him a deer in 


the headlights look. “Where"s Andrei? Where is he at?” 
“In the other bedroom.” 


John gaped, tensed, and Chris dove to grab him before he 
barged 


back out. Chris shut the door, blocked it with his body. “Chill, 
dude. 


Seriously. It"s all right. They"re talking, laughing, even. Give 
it a rest.” 


John frowned, swiped his hand through his black hair. “1 
need to 


tell you something.” 
Muffled raucous laughter sounded from next door, and Chris 


moved to open the door to the bathroom connecting the 
bedrooms. The 


door to the master was opened all the way, and Chris let his 
side open 


just enough to see. John came up behind him, pressed in 
close, tense as 


all fuck. 
“What. Are. They. Doing?” he whispered. 


Chris looked at the men concentrating on the laptop before 
them. 


“Who knows? Checking the box scores, watching Russian 
porn, who 


cares?” 
“Ido.” 
John tried to shove Chris aside, but Chris planted himself, 


grabbed one side of the doorframe. He stayed put until John 
stepped 


back and then turned to face his friend, who"d taken a seat 
on the edge 


of the bed, head lowered, hands tugging his hair. 
“Don"t make yourself bald, dude,” Chris said softly. “Are you 
jealous?” 


John"s head shot up. “No, yes. | don"t know.” He stood and 
paced 


the floor. “I need to tell you something—” 
“Ssssh. Come here, check this out.” 


The Russians were smiling, looking at something on the 
laptop. 


They shared a laugh, and Andrei got up, let Nikita sit, and 
bent to look 


over his shoulder. Andrei pointed at something on the 
screen, and when 


he pulled his arm back, he let his hand rest on Nikita"s 
shoulder. 
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John made an odd sound, almost a whimper and growl 
combined. 


“Give it a rest,” Chris said. “Andrei is crazy about you. Aren"t 


you glad he"s made a friend?” 


“That man is no friend of mine or yours, either, he—” 
“Ssshh,” Chris said. 


He stepped back, moved behind John, and placed his hands 
on the 


shorter man"s shoulders, half to hold him in place and half 
to gauge the 


tension in his muscles. “Damn, you"re tense as hell. Andrei 
didn"t pay 


much attention to the massage lessons, did he?” 


He rubbed the top of John"s shoulders, letting his thumbs 
press 


and stroke the hard muscles. He inhaled, loving that 
Chinese cologne 


John wore. It was so unique, damn near intoxicating the way 
it mingled 


with the man"s own masculine scent. 
“He wants to seduce Andrei, rape him, maybe.” 


Chris tried not to laugh as he pulled John's jacket off and 
ran his 


hand down the length of the stiff spine. “Andrei isn"t exactly 
a bruiser, 


but we both know he wouldn't have passed his training if 
he'd failed 


the hand-to-hand requirements. No one could rape him, and 
Nikita 


wouldn"t do that.” 
“You can"t be sure.” 


“I think | can.” Chris kissed John"s shoulder and kept 
kneading 


away the tension from the knotted muscles. “But look at 
them. They"re 


hot together. Definitely some chemistry there.” And 
undoubtedly what 


had drawn Nikita to using Andrei as a mole. 


Chris was fascinated by the men's simple interaction. So 
platonic 


yet so fucking edged with a physical attraction it was 
evident they both 


felt and fought. Nikita stood abruptly when Andrei squeezed 
his 


shoulder. Andrei backed off, muttered something in Russian, 
an 


apology most likely. 


Nikita waved his concern away and gestured for Andrei to 
retake 


the seat and continue with whatever game they"d been 
playing or site 


FIRST BLOOD 


179 


they"d been surfing. Nikita pulled over a side chair and sat 
beside 


Andrei, each man stealing sidelong glances. 
“God, | wish they'd kiss.” 
“Chris, no.” 


John gasped when indeed they did give one another a long 
look 


and then both leaned in, unable to resist the magnetism 
they shared. 


John tensed, but Chris gripped his waist. 


“He"s not really Nikita"s type. Let them get it out of their 
system.” 


John sucked in his breath, and Chris let his hand brush the 
front 


of his friend"s pants. Yeah, Johnny was as turned on as Chris 
was. 


The kiss ended quickly and developed no further. Nikita 
stood, 


picked up the empty beer bottles from the desk, and left the 
room. 


John breathed a sigh and softly shut the connecting door. 
“Chris, | 


need —” 


He broke off as the guest room door opened and Nikita 
entered. 


“Excuse me.” 


“It"s all right. We were just talking,” John said. He broke 
away. 


“Goodnight.” 


“Wait a minute. You needed to tell me something. We'll talk 
in 


the kitchen.” 
John waved him off. “It can wait.” 
“Okay.” 


Chris"s attention was already focused on Nikita by the time 
John 


shut the door behind him. 
“He despises me still,” Nikita said, pulling off his T-shirt, 
exposing that broad chest and those tight abs. 


“It doesn't matter.” Chris stepped forward, stopped in front 
of 


Nikita, and fell to his knees, palms sliding over the bulge of 
Nikita"s 


semi-arousal. He undid Nikita"s belt and fly, pulled down the 
jeans 


enough to free Nikita"s cock and balls. 
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The big guy had been going commando a lot this week. 
They 


both had, taking every opportunity for a quick suck or fuck 
whenever 


they could, as if it would tide them over when the job ended 
and they 


parted ways. 


Chris teased Nikita"s now-rigid cock with his tongue, 
unzipped 


his own pants and pulled his dick and balls free. He gently 
gripped 


Nikita"s hips and looked up, giving himself over to the desire 
to be 


dominated. 
“Fuck my mouth. Use me however you want. Make me your 
bitch.” 


NIKITA wore him out, made him collapse and fall asleep as 
soon as 


they were done. Chris woke during the night, went to the 
bathroom to 


clean up, and almost tripped over John, who was sitting 
there in the 


dark on the edge of the tub. 
“What the fuck?” 


John shot to his feet, grabbed Chris"s arm, and tugged him 
close. 


“You need to be careful. Please don"t fall for this guy. He"s 
bad news.” 


Chris pushed the bathroom door closed with his foot. “I"ve 
had 


enough of this shit, John. You"re not my mother.” 


John leaned in closer, his breath hot on Chris's ear. “I"m 
your 


friend, and | care for you. | don"t want to see you hurt. 
Kazakov is not 


the white knight cop he makes himself out to be.” 
“What is that supposed to mean?” 


“He"s had dealings with Timofeyev"s organization in the 
past. 


He"s taken their money.” 


“No Way. "m 


“The intel came from on high, but they want him in on this 


anyway.” 


FIRST BLOOD 


181 


It was worse than a punch to the balls. He glanced at the 
closed 


door, tried not to feel the pain tearing at his insides. “What 
are we 


Supposed to do?” 


“The job. We play our parts and do what we have to do. 
Whatever 


we have to do to come out in one piece.” John cradled 
Chris's face in 


his hands. “You can do this, can"t you?” 


Chris pulled away, shoving down all feelings and putting on 
his 


game face. “You know I can. The job comes first. I"ll play the 
part to 


the hilt.” 


THEY certainly dressed the part. John's light gray suit stood 
out 


against the darker gray pinstriped suit of Andrei, his 
“interpreter,” and 


Chris and Nikita"s severe black suits that clearly marked 
them as 


bodyguards in anybody's eyes. Nikita and he were also 
wired up with 


earpieces to coordinate security and sported guns strapped 
to their 


shoulders. A charter plane took them across the Alps to 
Milan 


Malpensa, the most God-awful airport in Europe, then down 
to Naples, 


where they switched to helicopter for the last leg to Bari on 
the other 


side of the Italian peninsula. 


“Holiday in Rome after this?” Chris asked Nikita under his 
breath. 


Nikita drew up his shoulders. “I"Il have to file a lot of 
paperwork.” 


There was a reason why Chris liked GORGON. For all the 
pen- 


pushers and bean-counters that stood between him and 
complete job 


satisfaction, government jobs or police would likely be so 
much worse. 


“Do it in the hotel.” 


“We'll see.” Nikita pressed his shoulder and then leaned 
back in 


the seat. 


Chris knew he was clutching at the possibility of “more” 
after this 


mission, more of Nikita, more of their games, that intensity 
that burned 


him up, the mad thrill of being made to submit. His mind 
raced, trying 


to find a way to pull that off. This wasn"t a casual fuck; it 
had already 
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lasted way too long for that, occupied far too much of his 
mind and his 


time. 


But he"d be damned if he showed just how bad it was. Not 
ona 


mission, not while at work. 


THE white, gleaming Libertine was safely anchored in the 
harbor, and 


when they arrived, other guests were waiting for their 
designer 


suitcases to be unloaded from a fancy car. John waited with 
the air of a 


man who found the hold-up very nearly unbearable, while 
Nikita and 


Chris played the stoic bodyguards. Finally, a liveried servant 
with 


pristine white gloves took their suitcases and assured them 
that they 


would arrive at the cabin momentarily. 
“Welcome, Mr. Yang,” stated another servant, who bowed to 


them. She looked like an aged model, still gorgeous but no 
longer 


beautiful in that superficial way. “I hope you had a pleasant 
trip.” 


She ushered them onto the yacht while their luggage 
vanished 


down some other corridor, possibly to get fleeced and 
scanned, if the 


head of security was any good. Chris tried not to stare at 
the decoration, 


but the carpets were hand-woven silk, every square yard 
worth an 


average monthly salary, and the walls were richly coated 
with gold leaf. 


Whoever the interior designer was, he deserved to be shot 
after torture. 


“Your suite, Mr. Yang, enjoy your stay. If you require 
anything, 


please let me know.” 
The suite was all blue and silver and cream. From what Chris 


could tell, the furniture was antique and the oil paintings 
Originals. 


Then he stepped closer to the wall and touched it. “What 
the hell is 


that?” 
“Looks like bleached snake leather of some kind...,” Andrei 
murmured. “Or young crocodile.” 


“Stingray skin,” John said. 
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Chris rubbed his fingertip against the raspy skin. He leaned 
into 


Nikita. “Don't even try fucking me against that.” 


Nikita pulled back. “Not on the job.” 


Chris glanced around the room, certain it was bugged and 


monitored. And not around any of your old comrades either, 
right? He 


stepped over to look out the circular window, still unable to 
wrap his 


mind around John"s declaration. Nikita wasn"t a dirty cop. If 
he was, 


why did he go after Zaitsev? Why had he wanted to nail 
Shkadov? 


Oh, Skippy, you are losing your touch. Why wouldn’t he go 
after 


them if his mobster friends wanted a piece of that action? 
Fuck. 


“I doubt the goods are on board,” Nikita said as he leaned 
against 


the cabin door. 


“| don"t pay you to think, do |?” John shot back, playing his 
part 


for the prying eyes and ears. 
Nikita bowed in apology and let himself out. 


John turned a cold look on Chris. “Find out the dinner 
menu.” 


With a curt nod, Chris left as well, donning his sunglasses as 
soon 


as he hit the corridor. It was partly for effect, partly for 
necessity. 


Timofeyev had the place loaded with mirrors, glass, crystal 
light 


fixtures, anything and everything reflective. 


Chris speculated it was as much for defensive purposes as 
bad 


taste. The more reflections of Timofeyev'"s “guests,” the 
easier it was 


for his security to keep an eye out for possible attack, which 
meant that 


the security might not be as extensive or skilled as it could 
be. 


“You keep an eye on Yang, I"Il have a look around.” 
Nikita nodded and pulled his sunglasses from his pocket. 


Standing in front of the door, he did look like a bouncer. 
Next thing 


he'd do was assume the “ball-warming” position. Down the 
corridor, 


the woman from earlier appeared and looked at him 
questioningly. “Mr. 


Yang would like to see the menu.” 
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“Of course.” She vanished into a room and returned a little 
later. 


The menu was bound in leather with gold trim. He flashed 
her one of 


his best grins and returned to the suite to drop off the 
menu. Andrei and 


John were watching a guide for the ship"s guests on a 
plasma screen 


that had lowered itself from the ceiling. Chris only watched 
for a few 


minutes, but the place was completely crazy. Clearly, 
Timofeyev had a 


massive hard-on for this ship. 


One swimming pool was enough for any sane man, but this 
crazy 


motherfucker had three, and in addition to the vegetable 
garden, there 


was the saltwater holding tank for the fresh catch of the day 
and a little 


fenced-in, grassy yard for his cat to take a shit and chase 
yarn balls in. 


After circling around the deck and snapping discreet pics of 
some of 


the other highrollers with his minicamera, Chris went back 
below. 


The dining room damn near blinded him when a ray of sun 


dipped below the edge of a window shade and started 
bouncing off the 


glass walls and crystal light fixtures. 
“May | get you a drink, sir?” 


Chris turned to the dyed blonde barmaid, all silicone boobs 
and 


gleaming, veneered teeth. Her Russian accent added to the 
mix and 


made him think of Katya. “Just some water, baby. I"m 
working.” 


He leaned on the end of the glass-topped bar and chatted 
her up, 


pushing out all the charm and pick-up lines he could. Her 
relief came to 


take over for the dinner shift, and she offered to give Chris a 
tour of the 


ship, which led straight to a plush little closet of a room she 
called the 


“Love Box.” 


Being bisexual certainly came in handy on jobs like these, 
and 


Chris wrapped little Oksana around his sticky fingers after 
sucking and 


rubbing her to multiple climaxes. She offered to do him 
back, his 


choice, and didn"t bat an eye when he asked her to take it 
up the ass. It 


was release without satisfaction, but it did the job. When 
Chris helped 


her straighten her uniform and smoothed back her hair, she 
Slipped him 


her cell number after disposing of his used condom and said 
her every 


Spare moment was his if he wanted it. 
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When he came back to the suite, John and Andrei were just 
going 


through the menu, with Nikita on the couch studying the 
“virtual tour” 


of the ship; he was feigning indifference toward any kind of 
camera, 


but Chris felt his intense concentration. 


Chris sat down on the couch and noted how Nikita gave him 
a 


sideways glance. “Have a shower. You smell like a cheap 
whore.” 


Chris stared, thrown for a moment, not sure if that turned 
him on 


or actually affronted him. “Just because you can"t get any,” 
he muttered. 


Nikita flipped him the finger and went to the mini fridge in 
the 


corner. “May I, Mr. Yang?” 
John gave him a dismissive wave and returned to the menu. 
Chris picked up the remote and cycled through the available 


entertainment options while watching Nikita surreptitiously 
test the 


bottled water with one of GORGON's nifty little gadgets 
Shaped like a 


toothpick. The color remained unchanged, signaling the 
water was free 


of drugs or poisons. 


It wasn't likely Timofeyev would want to off any of his 
paying 


guests, but in this business you could never be too Sure. 
“Yo, big guy, 


toss one here.” 


Nikita aimed for his head. Fucker. Chris smiled and twisted 
off 


the bottle top. 


The hostess who'd greeted them popped into a corner of 
the video 


screen via closed circuit camera and announced that pre- 
dinner drinks 


and hors d"oeuvres were being served on the top deck. 
Showtime. 
Chris found himself struggling to control the grin when they 


followed the invitation. Nikita was goddamned perfect as 
the scary 


bodyguard, and Andrei and John simply had beautiful 
chemistry. There 


was something professional and caring about Andrei, with 
an 


understated sex appeal that wouldn"t have seemed out of 
place ona 


priest or a doctor. 
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John, on the other hand, seemed very nearly untouched by 
the 


good looks of his entourage, which was just funny. The only 
one 


hundred percent gay guy on their team had to play straight 
and appear 


totally unaffected. Chris pondered whether or not them 
fucking would 


arouse suspicion, but he assumed that criminals of their 
caliber could 


do pretty much whatever they wanted, including dress up in 
Nazi 


uniforms and do public flagellation, like that British racing 
dude, 


Mosley or whatever. Hmmm, maybe he could orchestrate a 
foursome. 


Would be one guy more than he'd ever dealt with, but he 
certainly 


wouldn"t say no to the chance. 


Coming up on deck, they saw the guests had arrived and 
the boat 


was leaving the pier. Females were exclusively hostesses in 
high heels 


and short skirts, showing a lot of surgically enhanced 
cleavage, but 


Chris could appreciate a boob job well done. 


The food was ridiculously pretty and very, very good, with 
tiny, 


barely thumb-sized savory things resembling little pizzas 
and shrimp 


fried in parmesan cheese, tropical fruit that Chris had never 
seen before, 


and chilled rosé and white wine to wash everything down. 
Of course 


the bodyguards ate only after they"d been allowed, while 
John and 


Andrei chatted amiably, with Andrei talking about an 
entirely made-up 


Skiing holiday in St. Moritz. 


The captain kicked the engines into high gear, and Bari was 
soon 


in the distance. 


John played a little grab-ass with one of the hostesses, 
sending 


her giggling away to continue her drink rounds. He then 
chatted up 


some Middle Eastern sheikhs who wandered over to sit in 
the empty 


deck chairs nearby. The sun was setting, and the ship was 
making good 


time in open waters when Chris"s barmaid fuck-friend came 
around 


with another tray of fruit. 


He peered over the top of his sunglasses and gave her a 
wink. She 


came over, served the Arabs, then John and Andrei, and 
finally 


approached Nikita and him. Chris had barely finished saying 
“Hey, 


baby” when he caught sight of two mobster types headed 
their way. 


Chris pushed the girl to the side and took two steps forward, 
Nikita 
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right in step, their hands slipping inside their jackets to 
block access to 


John. 


The stockier goon greeted Nikita in Russian, and Nicky, true 
to 


bodyguard form, told him to fuck off. 


Andrei stood, placed his well-manicured hands on Chris and 


Nikita"s shoulders, and coaxed them apart to slip between 
them. He 


addressed the goon in Russian, then switched to English. 
“Mr. Yang 


would be honored to meet our esteemed host.” 


Chris and Nikita fell in step behind John and Andrei, who 
were 


behind the mobsters. The Russians led the way to the 
uppermost deck 


overlooking the helipad. Timofeyev was seated in what was 
more 


throne than chair, and Chris wouldn't have been at all 
Surprised to see 


the fur-trimmed crown of the old czars on his head. 


He was fiftyish, with the barest touch of gray at his temples. 
He 


seemed a bit above average height and with a solid build, 
something of 


a cross between a goon and a college professor. 


Chris scanned the area. In-house security was mostly up 
here, and 


if their cover had been blown, if someone onboard really 
knew Yang 


and had tipped Timofeyev off, they were in deep shit. They 
were 


banking on the fact that Yang was a known recluse and 
usually wore 


Shades and hoped the old stereotype of “they all looked 
alike” would 


work in their favor. 


Nikita and Chris hung back a bit as John and Andrei 
approached 


and nodded to Timofeyev. They exchanged greetings in 
Russian, 


Andrei being the go-between, switching off to Cantonese to 
translate 


for John until Chris picked up the mention of English. 
“Yes, Mr. Yang speaks English.” 


“| had a British tutor in Hong Kong when | was a boy,” John 
Said. 


“So I"ve heard,” Timofeyev said, steepling his fingers. “Your 
family did well when ownership reverted to the mainland.” 


“Very well, much as you did when change came to your 
country.” 


Aleksandr Voinov & Barbara Sheridan 
188 


Timofeyev looked pleased and motioned for one of his 
lackeys to 


produce a chair for John. 
And Johnny Soong, the King of Bullshit, was off and running. 


He motioned for Andrei, Chris, and Nikita to back off, and 
they 


wandered over to the top rail, Nikita and Chris assuming the 
usual 


positions, Andrei leaning against the railing, each of them 
casually 


scanning the area, using their snazzy little soy cams to 
record the scene 


and people below. John would be getting the audio, though 
Chris 


doubted anything incriminating would be said. 
“Head of security getting a call,” Nikita said. 
“Maybe about the ETA of the goods.” 

“That"s my guess.” 


Chris glanced away when John snapped his fingers. 
“Dimitri.” 


Andrei scurried to his side like the perfect lackey while John 
pocketed 


a numbered silver oval on a short chain that was just under 
his seat 


cushion. 


At a word from John, Andrei reached into his suit jacket, 
removed 


his billfold, and handed a folded paper to John, who slipped 
it under the 


cushion where the silver oval had been. John and Timofeyev 
stood, 


shook hands, and one of the Russian"s goons came over to 
remove the 


chair. 


The paper John had left was a check drawn on a fake 
account set 


up by GORGON: the deposit “Yang” was required to put up 
to buy his 


bidder's pass, which he'd just taken possession of. 
“Enjoy your dinner, gentlemen,” Timofeyev called. 


“We will. Thank you,” John said, casting a sly grin to his 
team. 


MUCH to Chris"s annoyance, as the hired help, he and Nikita 
were 


relegated to a lower lounge area with a simple buffet while 
John and 
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Andrei were escorted to the main dining room and the full 
five courses 


of epicurean delight. 


Still, the buffet wasn"t half bad, though much of it was 
picked 


over by the time Chris and Nikita went to the table. They"d 
decided to 


hang back and let the other players" security be the guinea 
pigs in the 


event any of the food had been tampered with. 


They made sandwiches of thick-sliced crusty bread and 
paper- 


thin slices of rare roast beef, grabbed bottles of water, and 
went back up 


on deck to where Timofeyev's security was stationed. 


The sun had set while they"d been below, and the moon 
hung 


deep and full, the dark blue sky dotted with countless 
glittering stars. 


The air had cooled, and it blew over them, carrying the tang 
of salt. 


This was the life, and Chris easily pictured himself taking the 


bills he"d banked over the last eight years and buying 
himself a yacht, 


nothing as tacky big as this but.... 


Nikita leaned in close, his pale eyes intense and alive with 
sexual 


hunger. He darted his hot tongue out to lick away the 
dribble of meat 


juice that had trickled from the corner of Chris"s mouth. 
Chris popped 


the last bit of sandwich into his mouth and wagged his index 
finger as 


he chewed and swallowed. “No hanky panky, my man. What 
would 


your home boys say to see one of their own all out and 
proud?” 


Nikita snorted. “As if | care.” 
“Yeah, well, Mr. Tall, Buff, and Slavic at seven o"clock sure 


seems to care about what you"re up to. He"s been checking 
you out 


since we came up here.” 


Nikita drained his water bottle and moved to toss it ina 
nearby 


trashcan that gave him a better view of the man in 
question. 


Chris"s stomach twisted when Nikita returned, the desire in 
his 


eyes replaced with a definite look of Oh Fuck. 


“Your cover"s blown. Do we need to haul ass?” Chris pulled 
out 


his cell, ready to hit the preprogrammed button that would 
alert 


GORGON that they needed to abort the mission. 
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Nikita touched his arm to stop him as the man in the 
distance 


came forward, his hand raised. 
“Nikita Sergeyevich?” he called about fifty paces away. 


“Don"t worry. | can handle this.” Nikita smiled at the 
approaching 


man and stepped past Chris. 


“| bet you can,” Chris muttered as he stepped back to take a 
seat 


in one of the deck chairs. He pulled out his cell as if to check 
missed 


Calls, instead snapping a few pictures of Nikita and his little 
mobster 


friend. 
Fuck. 
He sipped his water, trying to wash away the bitter taste of 


betrayal that clogged his throat, pushing his hurt aside 
when he noticed 


that the yacht was slowing. He scanned the darkness and 
made out a 


faint light in the distance growing steadily brighter, moving 
forward. 


And that would be the human cargo arriving. Smart move 
bringing 


them onboard in open water. If they were somehow busted, 
they could 


claim the smaller vessel had been in trouble and they were 
merely 


rescuing innocent travelers. 


Nikita and his friend came toward Chris. Nikita kicked the 
leg of 


the chair. “Come. Georgi got us front row seats for the 
show.” 


“Then let"s rock.” 


John or Andrei would have made a convenient trip to the 
john to 


send a stand-by signal to the black ops team floating around 
out here 


waiting to make their move when the bust went down. 


The show was being held in the “ballroom” —a very 
sizeable, all- 


purpose room done up in mirrors, glass, marble, and 
expensive, finely 


grained wood surfaces, with an enormous silk carpet filling 
the room 


out. From what little Chris could spot, it had a custom-made 
pattern, 


images from Russian history, with wild-eyed Mongols, stern- 
faced 


Vikings, and even dying Germans at Stalingrad. 


The chairs were very comfortable and arranged around a 
half 


moon-shaped stage. Rich, dark red brocade curtains with 
gold 


threadwork shielded the accessway for the cargo. From 
studying the 
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documentary and the tour with Oksana, Chris knew that 
behind the 


ballroom was the garage of the ship, holding three smaller 
boats for 


expeditions which could be lowered into the water or simply 
anchored 


inside. It was the best access point for the boat with the 
cargo, too, and 


one of the access points of the black ops team that had to 
be ready to 


pounce. 


The light from that enormous crystal chandelier was 
dimmed, and 


the conversations dimmed accordingly to murmurs. Chris 
glanced 


around, keeping his eyes on in-house security, access 
points, 


Timofeyev. Once the cargo was on board and the selling had 
begun, 


they could step in, but no sooner. And he did expect a battle 
—those 


bodyguards weren"t all posers. He also hoped that they 
were 


professional enough not to fire at civilians, not to panic, and 
generally 


to know when they'd lost. 


Nikita stepped forward, murmured something to John about 
the 


restroom, and was dismissed with a wave of the hand. 
Great. Nikita 


could go topside, have a look at making sure the helicopter 
couldn"t get 


away when the raid happened. 
A guy stepped on the stage, welcoming them to the auction, 


praising the quality of the merchandise that nobody had 
seen so far, 


mentioning how this was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. He 
could 


have been selling horses or cars. After a lengthy welcome, 
the curtains 


parted, and the first girl emerged, completed naked, long 
hair trailing 


down her back, exposing her completely. God, she was 
young, breasts 


barely formed, a Lolita-style nymph with narrow hips, eyes 
downcast. 


Definitely jailbait even in the more liberal jurisdictions. She 
could be 


Indian, Pakistani, something from that area. Three of the 
dozen guys 


flashed their bidding passes. 


He"d seen it all, seen worse, even, and yet it never failed to 
turn 


his stomach that anyone could get off on this kind of shit. 
Another girl of similar age was called up, followed by a lanky 


teen boy whose buyer looked exceptionally pleased, like he 
couldn"t 


wait to sample his goods before leaving. 

Come on, Johnny. Give the signal. Call in the cavalry already. 
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Chris scanned the room, planning his course of action for 
which 


goons to neutralize when the order came. Fat French fuck 
would go 


down first, he had bad taste in matching belt with shoes. 
Euro-trash 


bastard with the thinning hair on top and lame ponytail was 
next for 


being twenty years out of style. 


A ripple of excitement went through the crowd, and Chris 
turned 


his attention back to the stage. Holy fuck. 


Next up were matching sets. A pair of twin teen girls, short 
black 


hair tipped with red, eyes heavily made up. They were 
wearing black 


panties and strapless bras. Behind them were a boy and 
girl, tall and 


thin. Nordic-looking, maybe not twins but siblings definitely. 
Their 


terry robes were tied at the waist but perfectly parted to 
give a glimpse 


of pale, untouched skin. A trio of Chinese girls in babydoll 
nighties 


brought up the rear. 


The auctioneer had them back out, then called the first set 
back. 


Sultry jazz drifted softly from the sound system, and the 
girls in the 


spotlight reached for one another, giving their prospective 
owners a 


taste of what twisted entertainment they could provide. 


Chris"s stomach churned, and he looked away, scanned the 
crowd. 


Nikita was coming back down the curving narrow stairs. His 
little 


friend Georgi sought him out, and the two of them took a 
step into a 


Shadowy corner behind the stairs. 


What the fuck. Chris rubbed his palm on his leg. He didn"t 
want 


to, but if push came to shove and the Russian chose the 
wrong side, 


well, so be it. 
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Chapter 14 

“WHERE have you been off to, Nikita Sergeyevich?” 
“Getting some air. | don't like this kiddie shit.” 


“Yes. you like all manner of other interesting things, do you 
not?” 


“It"s no concern of yours.” 


Georgi grinned, his dark eyes cold, calculating. “I have a 
great 


many concerns, Nikita. My biggest right now is you and your 
party.” 


“United Russia is doing an admirable job of governing the 


Motherland. | see no reason for concern. Unless your Mr. 
Timofeyev 


has political as well as business aspirations these days?” 
Nikita didn"t flinch when the Makarov prodded his side. 


Georgi leaned in, pressed the gun barrel further into his 
flesh. 


“Let"s go somewhere a bit more private to discuss these 
politics of 


yours.” 
“Fine.” 


Georgi withdrew the gun, and though Nikita knew he could 
snap 


the man's neck in an instant, here might not be the wisest 
place. Taking 


the position of the whipped dog, he stepped past Georgi and 
started up 


the stairs, taking note of Chris Gibson's attention in the 
reflection of 


one of the stairway mirrors. 


Chris had to stay with John and Andrei, though. Those men 


needed protection. Nikita could take care of himself. He 
wouldn"t 


jeopardize the rest of the mission. 
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Georgi led him down the corridor, muzzle pressed against 
his 


spine, promising him a wheelchair for life if he resisted. 
“What are you 


doing here, you cunt?” Georgi asked. 


Nikita stiffened for a moment, fighting the urge to turn and 
attack 


him for the insult, but possibly Georgi was asking for that so 
he had an 


excuse to shoot. He attacked me was a better reason than 
no idea what 


he did here but | knew him from ten years ago. “Fell on hard 
times,” he 


ground out. 
Georgi laughed. “They kicked you out? What for?” 


“Cock-sucking.” Nikita tasted that outing on his tongue and 
felt it 


wasn't as bad as he"d thought it would be. 
“What?” 
“You got me. | fucked a man. And yeah, he liked it.” 


The gun barrel fell away. “Turn around. Look at me and say 
that.” 


Nikita turned, looked Georgi straight in the eye. “You heard 
me. | 


was drunk and let a guy in a bar pick me up. | sucked his 
cock in the 


alley. Was seen by rookie on foot patrol with high ambitions 
and a big 


mouth.” 
Georgi"s expression was half sneer, half smirk. He cupped 
himself. “I should make you suck mine.” 


“Ask nicely. | prefer to be romanced.” It hadn"t been much of 
a 


gamble. If the criminals intended to break a man, they"d 
“turn him into 


a goat” or “lowered” him, as they called it. It was rape, or 
sexual 


Slavery, pure and simple. That was how they thought. While 
a guy 


who'd been raped lost all respect, a homosexual was even 
worse in 


their eyes. 


Georgi licked his lips. “Down the hall, second door from the 
end.” 


Nikita turned and headed that way, going over the many 


soundless ways he could kill Georgi. The question was 
whether he 


Should do it with the least amount of pain or the worst. 


“Fuck.” 
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communiqué via his earpiece. “Looks like I"I] have to wait 
for that 


blow job. I"ll see you later.” 
“Sure,” 
Georgi turned, and that was when Nikita sprung into action, 


grabbed the guy"s throat and pulled him back so hard that 
his head 


banged against the gold-plated wall. Dazed, he let the gun 
go, and 


Nikita rammed his head against the wall again and then 
dragged the 


man off toward the room he'd indicated, where he broke his 
neck and 


stowed him in a tiny closet that even had a couch bed and 
cushions and 


nothing else. 


The place smelled of the perfume that had rubbed off on 
Chris 


just a few hours ago. So typically him to find this little 
opportunity for 


sex during a mission. He pulled Georgi"s trousers down and 
made him 


look asleep, which wasn'"t too difficult, then left the little 
room to find 


the helipad. 


Off in the distance, Nikita thought he heard the sound of a 
motor 


launch. His suspicion was confirmed when the guard 
manning the 


uppermost deck overlooking the helipad broke out a 
handheld spotlight. 


“Hey,” Nikita called. “You got a cigarette?” He bounded up 
the little 


ladder and got between the man and the sound that had 
died down. 


The gangster frowned. “Timofeyev doesn't let us light up on 
board. Too afraid we'll litter his baby. Bastard.” 


Nikita laughed. “Yeah, like my boss. Chinese fucker. Makes 
me 


take my shoes off every time | go to his office, even if it"s 
just to step 


inside for a minute.” 

“I"m going to be top man one day,” the gangster boasted. 
“Yeah,” Nikita said with a laugh. “But not today.” 

“Wha—” 


The man barely formed the word before the knife caught 
him in 


the heart. That was a pretty painless death, and Nikita 
draped him 


against the helicopter as if he"d sat down for a smoke or 
just because he 


was tired of standing. Two gangsters down, two dozen more 
to go. 
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He activated the micro. “I"m at the helicopter.” 


Chris didn"t respond, but Nikita had no doubt he listened. 
“Two 


men down, should have a couple more minutes before 
people will 


notice.” He slipped into the helicopter. 


CHRIS couldn't help but smile. Damn, that was hot—in the 
time it took 


to sell one waifish kid, Nikita killed two men seemingly 
without raising 


any alarms. Of course he couldn't know if Nikita still played 
by the 


rules or whether he was pulling his leg. Maybe some 
mobster was 


holding a pistol to Nikita"s head and forcing him to say that. 
The way 


Nikita"s voice hardly ever betrayed stress didn"t help. And 
Chris 


thought he could read him by now. A little, at least. 


Kazakov is not the white knight cop he makes himself out to 
be. 


He’s taken their money. 


Shit. Timofeyev"s goons didn"t even have to capture and 
force 


Nikita. It was enough to pay him off. Chris still wasn"t sure 
what to 


think of that. Deep down, he hated the thought that Nikita 
had played 


all righteous and wrathful about him “killing Andrei” while 
he himself 


was a dirty cop. Was there anybody in the world who didn'"t 
havea 


price? 
| hope they paid you well, bro, Chris thought. 


Whatever was going on topside, the guests at least didn"t 
hear or 


see anything, still captivated by the goods on display. 


There. Timofeyev got up from his seat to the side, frowning 
as if 


thoughtful. Or maybe he"d signaled something. Chris 
touched his knee 


to John"s, and John nodded, reaching inside his jacket to, no 
doubt, 


finally press the button calling in the troops. There was now 
enough 


money on the table to bust the casino, so to speak. He 
breathed deeply, 


calming the rising stress. 
Any minute now. 


Out of nowhere, all hell broke loose. 
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The black op boys had crossed the threshold in the garage 
area. 


Girls screamed behind the curtain, muffled gunshots rang 
out. 


Three GORGON agents tore through the curtain, shouting 
“Police! 


Don"t move!” each in a different language. 


Goons hustled their bosses toward the exit, while others 
went for 


the cops. John and Andrei hit a couple bodyguards, GORGON 
boys 


and Chris took a few more. 


Timofeyev. Where was the fucker? Chris caught a gleam as 
one 


of the mirrored wall panels clicked back into place. The 
helipad. Fuck! 


Chris darted toward the stage, jumped up, bounded over, 
and shot the 


fuck out of where the door lock would be. 


A mobster shot down at him, the secret stair mirrors 
shattering 


and shooting glass shards. Chris shielded his eyes and shot 
back. He 


took the stairs two at a time, ignoring the screams, shouts, 
and gunshots 


ringing out behind him. John and Andrei would help secure 
the guests 


and take control of the ship. His job was Timofeyev. 


He pushed on through the trapdoor on the helipad, kept his 
head 


down, and spotted Timofeyev and a pilot near the 
helicopter, facing off 


with Nikita, who had his pistol out and pointing to the sky, 
head 


Slightly tilted as he listened to Timofeyev. 
“fool, Nikita Sergeyevich, | will make you rich beyond your 


wildest dreams. Want a boat like this? She"s yours, and all 
the girls you 


can fuck...,” Timofeyev wheedled, and pushed the pilot 
toward the 


helicopter like a human shield. 


Nikita didn"t show any response but stepped to the side, 
letting 


the pilot and the criminal pass. 


“Nicky, what the fuck do you think you"re doing?” Chris 
Snapped. 


Nikita gave him nothing, just that cold motherfucker stare 
that 


could make Chris weak and hard all over. 
Chris pulled his gun. “Listen, Nicky....” God, he really, really 


didn"t want to shoot this man. Dirty or not, he didn"t want 
to see him 


dead. “We"re supposed to bring him in, whatever other deal 
you have 


with him.” 
Aleksandr Voinov & Barbara Sheridan 
198 


Nikita stared at him while the pilot started the helicopter 
and the 


rotor began to turn. Explaining to GORGON how Timofeyev 
had 


gotten away would be damn near impossible. Another black 
mark, 


another failure, proving Stefan right, and John too. 


Faster than Chris had anticipated, Nikita fired. The bullets 
passed 


so close that Chris could feel them. He dropped to his knees, 
but he 


couldn"t feel any impact on himself. Turning, he saw a 
bodyguard 


crumple to his knees, clutching his spurting throat wound. 
Jesus, what a 


shot. 
Nikita holstered his weapon, eyes still on Chris, betraying 


absolutely nothing as the helicopter behind them began to 
take off. 


“Ten, eleven, twelve,” Nikita counted to himself. He broke 
into a 


trot and dove down onto Chris, covering him with his body. 
“Thirteen, fourteen, fift—” 


The helicopter that hadn"t risen higher than maybe ten, 
fifteen 


yards exploded into a fireball. Angry debris hurled toward 
them. Nikita 


grunted when stuff rained down all around them. Chris felt 
the 


heatwave pass over them and dared to glance up. A trail of 
oily black 


smoke traced the way down to the water. 


His ears rang from the explosion, and his forehead made 
contact 


with the helipad. “You bastard,” he cursed, and tried to free 
himself, 


cold anger making his heart hammer in his throat. Nikita 
held him 


pinned for another moment, then let him go and stepped 
away. 


Chris noted a black ops guy climb out on the helipad and 
murmur 


into his microphone. 
He looked up. “Timofeyev?” he asked Chris. 


“Exploded. Feeding the fish.” He pointed toward the water, 
where 


debris floated. 
“Fuck,” the black ops guy said. “You okay?” 
“Yeah.” 


Chris brushed his suit and shot Nikita a baleful look. The 
Dragon 


Lady would have his ass on a platter for this, and not in the 
good way. 
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Chapter 15 


IT TOOK a couple more hours to wrap up the mission on 
board. 


GORGON handed the situation over to Europol, but Nikita 
noted how 


some of the guests were secreted away in their cabins while 
others were 


led away. To cut a deal? Entirely possible. He checked in on 
the kids 


that had been saved. They huddled together, most of them 
looking 


utterly forlorn. 


Nikita gathered a few bathrobes from the suites and handed 
them 


out, then fetched food and water. He"d heard stories like the 
ones they 


would tell the authorities a hundred times—if they could 
talk. They 


didn"t look badly abused, but he preferred not to look too 
closely lest 


he discovered the tell-tale signs of “Seasoning,” usually 
extended rape 


and beating to break their spirits. He remembered Katya like 
that, wide- 


eyed with fear, emerging from a seedy massage parlor in 
South London. 


He"d never in his life have imagined she'd ever trust a man 
again, but 


She did. She'd learned, just like him. 


When he felt he had nothing else to do, he went abovedeck 
and 


leaned on the railing, feeling the heaviness of burned-off 
adrenaline 


gather in his veins and muscles. After a mission, he always 
thought he 


wanted to sleep for twenty-four hours, but he was usually up 
and about 


six or seven hours later. 


We're supposed to bring him in, whatever other deal you 
have 


with him. 


Lucky guess? Nikita bared his teeth in anger. Fuck it. 
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“What happened to the helicopter, Mr. Kazakov?” John. 
Nikita 


didn"t turn, just glanced down, seeing two pairs of shoes. 
Pinstriped 


and gray trouser legs. Andrei and John. 
“It exploded.” 
“Why?” 


Nikita wasn"t sure if that question meant the helicopter or 
his 


motive. “Chances are, somebody hot-wired the copter"s 
electronics 


system and its fuel tank, causing a fatal spark in the fuel 
system.” 


Nikita grimaced and then straightened, turning to look at 
Soong. 


“When we look at the wreckage, will we detect foul play?” 
“The man deserved to die.” 


“The vigilante defense,” John said icily, “or a dirty cop 
covering 


his ass?” 


“Last time | checked, | don"t owe you an explanation,” Nikita 


Said. 


“What about Chris?” Andrei asked in Russian. “He thought 
you 


were on our side.” 


“In the end, I"m on my own side.” Nikita pushed away and 
met 


Andrei"s glance. Andrei, almost imperceptibly, shook his 
head. You’re 


making a mistake, that gesture said. Big mistake. 


John took a step forward, as if to shield Andrei from him. 
“You 


should consider handing in your gun and wait downstairs in 
a cabin.” 


Nikita took his pistol, pulled the mag out, and released the 
bullet 


in the chamber, then emptied the remaining bullets into his 
hand to toss 


them overboard. He slid the mag into place and holstered 
the pistol 


again. He handed the second mag over. “It"s Chris"s gun.” 
John took the mag, and Nikita saw the knuckles of his hand 


tighten around it. For a moment he thought the Chinese guy 
would 


attempt to punch him in the face. A little violence would be 
welcome 


now, clear the air and make him feel less helpless, less 
empty. 


“You want to return it to him in person?” John asked, voice 


controlled. 
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Nikita shrugged and walked away. If Chris wanted his pistol, 
he'd 


get it. 


CHRIS opened the door to Nikita"s cabin once the yacht was 
back 


safely in Bari harbor. He found Nikita lying on the couch 
wearing those 


dark suit trousers, white shirt (rolled up to his elbows and 
unbuttoned at 


the throat), shoes neatly arranged in front of the couch, feet 
propped up, 


arms crossed in front of his chest. Chris had to restrain 
himself from 


touching the man's face. Instead, he simply sat down in one 
of the 


chairs opposite. 


“What has John decided?” Nikita asked without even 
opening his 


eyes or changing his pattern of breathing. 


“That decision is made higher up. This whole... joint venture 
was 


arranged much higher up.” 


“Will you be okay?” Now Nikita turned his head and opened 
his 


eyes. 


“J” 


m always okay. | messed up big time, not securing 
Timofeyev.” 


“You have a scapegoat. I"m taking the blame.” 


“Fuck you, Nikita.” Chris stood and came to the couch. 
Nikita 


just remained stretched out, pecs tensing for a moment. 
“That stunt of 


yours fucked me but good. Did your side tell you to off 
Timofeyev to 


avoid embarrassment if he squealed?” 


“He deserved to die.” 


Chris frowned. The same bullshit response he"d given 
topside, 


according to John. 


Nikita sat up. He was holding the gun Chris had given him 
for the 


mission. He offered it back to Chris. Chris took it and stuck it 
in his 


waistband. 

“Your partner has the extra ammo.” 
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“Yeah, | know.” This wasn"t how he'd wanted it to end. He 


wasn"t sure what he"d thought, but this hadn"t been it. Yet 
it was 


inevitable, wasn't it? Easy come, easy go. Wham bam fuck 
you man. 


But... 

This is mine 

Yeah, well, fuck that. 

Chris took one last look at Nikita and turned to the door. 


“Chris.” Nikita"s voice was rough. “I made the decision. I"ll 
take 


the fall.” 
“You"re not getting it, are you?” Chris turned. “You and your 


whole trust bullshit? John and me risked our fucking careers 
trusting 


you with this. You shouldn"t even know what GORGON 
means. Shit, 


you shouldn"t even have heard the word. We don"t deal 
with outsiders. 


We trusted you a great deal there, and you just bent us over 
and fucked 


us. No, my man, that wasn't nice.” 

“You keep saying that.” 

“Well, because it"s fucking true. You"ve put us in deep shit.” 
“No. You keep saying „my man".” 


“So? You want me to call you something else? Fine. You 
fucked 


us over, Bud. Not cool.” 


Nikita simply stared, but it wasn"t his angry motherfucker 
stare or 


even one of resignation. It was a look of... something he"d 
never seen 


on the big guy'"s face. 


“Just words, then. How foolish of me....” 


He tried to pass, but Chris grabbed his arm. “Whoa. | don"t 
think 


we"re on the same page here, Nicky. Let"s step back and 
start again 


while we have a minute.” 


Nikita remained silent, the mean motherfucker look 
creeping back 


into those cool pale eyes of his. Chris loosened his hold, slid 
his hand 


down to grip Nikita"s hand. It seemed to take forever for 
Nikita to 
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entwine his fingers with Chris"s own. “I need the truth, here. 
| don"t 


care if it"s not what you think I want to hear. | need the 
truth.” 


“Go on.” 


“What you cut into me. Did you mean it? Is that why you 
brought 


up me calling you „my man"?” Why the fuck was it so hard 
waiting for 


this answer? Why was his stomach jumping and twisting at 
the same 


time? 
“The truth?” 
“Yes. No bullshit.” 


Nikita"s grip tightened, as if he were trying to keep Chris 
from 


running away. “I wanted your submission like nothing else in 
my life.” 


And damn the Russian"s voice for being damn near 
unreadable. “l 


wanted to claim you, make you mine. Everything. Every 
breath, every 


thought.” Nikita inhaled deeply, broad chest expanding. He 
shook his 


head, frowning. “I think from the first time | met you.” 

“You stalked me there.” 

“I did.” Nikita didn"t let him go. “First as a hunter, then....” 
Chris"s pulse pounded against his throat. Fuck. “What now?” 
Nikita glanced up. “That hasn"t changed.” 


Christ, why can’t he just say it? Why can’t he say the 
fucking 


words so I would know the real deal? 


Nikita"s grip began to loosen. Chris clasped his hand tighter. 


“You meant it, you mean it. You want me the way | want 
you?” 


Nikita nodded. “Yes, but it"s still complicated.” 
Chris swallowed. “Katya?” 


Nikita shook his head, his grip on Chris"s hand remaining 
tight. 


“It"s all about the domination and submission between us. 
We care for 


one another, of course, but not that way.” 


He paused, and the flash of emotion deep behind his eyes 
was like 


he was warring with himself. 
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“The bribes I took. It was to buy her. We grew up in the 
same 


apartment block. She moved away. | thought she moved. 
She was sold 


like those kids today. It was my first undercover case. | did 
what | 


needed to do.” 


“You posed as a buyer?” 


“Yeah.” Nikita exhaled. “And don"t ask me what else | did to 
be 


credible. Don"t. Ever.” 
The raw pain in those last words tore Chris up. The GORGON 


psychiatrist would likely make sense of it all, how it had all 
fit together 


and made Nikita the man he was now, but Chris, right now, 
was only 


glad that in all this fucked-up-ness, Nikita at least had had a 
good 


reason. Sounded like a long time ago too. 
You're already making excuses for him again, Skippy. 


Yeah, well, that"s what you did when you cared about 
somebody. 


You took them as they came. Warts and all. 


With his free hand, Chris reached up and touched Nikita"s 
cheek. 


“I might get booted out of GORGON or suspended without 
pay. | don"t 


want to dip into the old nest egg, that"s meant to keep me 
out of the 


pathetic old spies" home in thirty years. I"m not sure what 
Ill do. It"ll 


be legal, ya Know, but not sure if | can keep to London or 
Germany. 


But | do know | want to stay close to you.” 


Nikita pulled him in for a kiss. It wasn"t a goodbye kiss; it 
was a 


here-and-now kiss, a things-to-come kiss. 


When they parted, the big guy smiled. “I have to keep my 
job too. 


It doesn"t pay nearly as well as yours. | think you need to 
treat metoa 


nice hotel on the weekends.” 
“Do you, now?” 
“Indeed.” 


“My dime, my choice. Real bed—sturdy frames, hot tub, 
room 


service, and kickass gym.” 
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“I'll make the most of that sturdy frame.” Nikita let him go 
and 


gathered up his clothes before he looked up with another of 
his 


Surprisingly sweet smiles. “Promise.” 


WHEN Chris stepped from the boat, he saw a huge limo with 
darkened 


windows. Uh-oh. Stefan stood close by and opened the door 
for him. 


Chris glanced over his shoulder and met Nikita"s gaze with 
more 


confidence than he felt. Nikita was willing to take the fall, 
but as far as 


the Dragon Lady was concerned, outsiders couldn't take the 
fall 


because they didn't exist. 


Chris and John had taken responsibility, and there was no 
doubt 


there would be a reckoning. Him first, then. Seemed John 
got a few 


hours more before he got debriefed. Maybe he could take 
most of the 


blame. John was the type that did shit by the book; he might 
just be 


okay. Andrei was a rookie. He"d get cut some slack. 


Looking at the European Director's stony face, he wasn't so 
sure 


there would be slack left for him. 


“I had such high hopes for you. Your skills are exemplary, 
your 


single-minded dedication to get the job done, your ability to 
think on 


your feet is the type of thing we prize most, but....” 


“But | broke one rule too many. | get that.” He was fucked. 
Her 


tone and look told him, no sense being businesslike and not 
speaking 


his mind. 


The corners of her red-lipped mouth turned down, her 
granite- 


hard expression softened for one microsecond. “You were an 
Army 


Ranger, Chris. A platoon leader. You should have led your 
team. 


You"ve been given so many chances. That business in Paris 
showed 


you have initiative to lead, but this....” She breathed a fed- 
up sigh. “We 


at GORGON pride ourselves on a willingness to bend 
protocols—” 


“When necessary,” Chris continued. “That isn"t to say we'll 


tolerate hearts leading our agents to act at purposes 
counter to the 


mission as a whole.” Chris leaned heavily back against the 
leather seat. 
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“Yeah, | know the spiel. I"m the one who recited it to you 
when we met. 


When | saved your cute little ass from that botched drug 
buy back in 


Arizona when you were a fresh-faced rookie FBI agent.” 
He"d stepped over the line, but fuck if he cared right now. 


She seethed, her jaw tense, her pretty, pouty lips drawn 
back ina 


snarl. “Don"t you dare disrespect my authority or throw up 
the past to 


me. | worked my fucking ass off to get where | am. Yes, you 


introduced me to GORGON, but you know fucking well that | 
made it 


in on my own skills.” 


She stopped, closed her eyes and took time to replace her 
stony 


mask of professionalism. “Outside of work, I"m happy for 
you. I"m 


thrilled you've finally found something, someone to touch 
your heart. 


As a friend, | think you"re making a big mistake, but it"s 
your life. As 


your superior, | can't let this go.” 
“I know. | understand. I"m not going to fight you on this, 


Karen—Ms. Schumacher.” He rubbed his face with his hands, 
tried to 


ignore the sick feeling in the pit of his stomach. “My 
credentials are 


locked in the safe at home. I"II turn them in ASAP.” 


He thought he was dreaming when she touched her hand to 
his. 


“One more chance.” 
“I thought | used that up.” 


She shrugged. “You did, but one of the Powers That Be has 
found 


the ,,in" GORGON now has with Russia to be rife with 
potential. 


Evidently, certain Russian persons have had possibilities of 
their own 


opened up by the unexpected and accidental demise of Mr. 
Timofeyev.” 


“So, Kazakov is off the hook as well? He"s not going to 


mysteriously disappear, is he?” 
“| don"t think so, but | don"t know for certain.” 


She seemed genuinely concerned and gave his hand a 
squeeze. He 


placed his hand over hers and returned the friendly gesture. 


Chris"s back stiffened. “Off the record, | pity the poor fucker 
that 


tries to take him out if one shows up.” 
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She offered him a half smile and then pulled away, sat back, 
her 


professional mask once more in place. “You"ll be given 
simple intel 


jobs for awhile, I"m not sure how long. Your divisional leader 
wants to 


get a deeper stronghold in Germany so we don"t have the 
problems we 


had there again. This business with the trafficking is far from 
over.” 


“Yeah. They need to be stopped every chance we can. | 
don"t 


mind being on a leash if it helps. Even if Stefan is the 
Supervisory leash 


holder I"Il need to report to. I"Il play nice. | promise.” 
“Good. That will be all.” 
Chris nodded. “Thank you.” 


HE GOT out of the limo and gave Stefan a big smile and clap 
on the 


shoulder. “Catch you in Berlin, my brutha!” 
“God, | hate you,” Stefan muttered. 
Chris snapped his fingers. “Right back at ya, babe!” 


Stefan shook his head and got into the front seat of the 
limo. 


Chris watched as it sped away. He looked around the pier. 
John 


and Andrei were nowhere to be found. The black op crew 
was pulling 


out as well, the locals setting up shop to guard the yacht 
until whoever 


was taking charge of it came to take it. There was no sign of 
Nikita, 


either. Shit. 


He needed a drink. Maybe an entire fucking bottle or three. 
Lights 


beckoned in the distance at the far end of the wharf, where 
dockside 


bars stayed open to supply the yachting crowd docked or 
pulling in to 


layover. 


Well, at least he still had a job, and that meant his credit 
was still 


good. He could charge himself some top shelf booze to 
drown his 


Sorrows. 


Slipping his hands into his trouser pockets, he ambled along 
the 


shadowy pier, the darkened smaller boats bobbing in his 
peripheral 
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vision. The water sloshed below him, sounds of activity 
fading the 


further he walked, the nightlife still off in the distance, a soft 
song 


beckoning him to come forget his trouble, if only for a while. 


A footfall from behind made his pulse quicken. Had one of 
the 


mobsters gotten away? Had more been called in? Good. A 
kill would 


go a long way toward working off some of the tension. He 
kept 


walking, shifting his body weight ever so slightly, ready to 
go from 


defensive to attack mode. 


His Beretta was out and ready to fire before the man 
belonging to 


the arm that wrapped around his throat had a chance to pull 
him back. 


The feel of leather covering the tip of a knife blade was the 
only thing 


that kept Chris from squeezing the trigger and firing up into 
the face of 


his assailant. He let himself be pulled further into the 
darkness, pushed 


face first into a small metal storage shed and down over a 
pile of coiled 


ropes. 
“You're mine, and I"m fucking your ass raw.” 


“A little spit would be nice, big guy, but I"m not 
complaining.” 


Nikita grabbed a handful of Chris's hair, jerked his head 
back. 


“And none of that smart mouth, bitch.” 
“Yes, sir.” 


The Russian"s laugh made his cock ache and strain to be 
released 


from the confines of his pants. 


“Let me see that ass. My ass.” Nikita backed off, and Chris 
heard 


him unzip and pictured that thick dick springing free. Was 
he hard, too, 


or was he only getting there, stretching, the foreskin pulling 
back to 


reveal that swollen cockhead? 


He jerked up the back of Chris"s shirt and suit jacket, ran 
the very 


tip of his knife blade across Chris"s lower back. He drew 
blood, but it 


was a mere scratch, a mark of ownership. 


Chris moaned when he felt the Russian"s hot tongue slide 
over 


the wound, licking the blood away. He kissed the base of 
Chris"s spine. 


Dipped down, ran his wet tongue up and down the crack of 
Chris's ass. 


Chris rose up, positioned himself. 
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“Do it. Ram that dick into me, tear me apart. Please.” 
Chris smiled when he felt the unmistakable coolness of lube 


drizzling down, being pushed into his entrance. Nikita drove 
in hard 


and fast, balls deep, no sweet finessing. Chris grunted, 
sucked in his 


breath as the flare of pain faded to be replaced by the 
perfection that 


was Nikita"s slow strokes. 


Nikita bent over him, gripped his chin, tilted his face to take 
a 


kiss. He licked the shell of Chris"s ear. “You"ll get a tattoo. 
The same 


place as the first cut.” 


“Yes,” Chris sighed as Nikita hit the sweet spot again and 
again, 


pushing them to the brink and over the edge in record time. 


When they were done, he held Chris close, pulled out slowly, 
and 


let Chris turn to face him. “I have forty-eight hours before | 
leave here 


and start my new assignment.” 

Chris nodded. “Me too.” 

“Germany,” they said in unison. 

Nikita smiled, and Chris felt more alive than he ever had. 


“I just got off the phone with Moscow. I"m going to 
Wiesbaden 


for an extended exchange. I"Il be consulting with the 
Bundeskriminalamt on the trafficking issue.” 


Russian envoy to the German FBI. Impressive. Chris trailed 
his 


fingertips along the side of Nikita"s face. “I"Il be in Berlin 
until they 


decide being Stefan Wudarczek"s yes man has punished me 
enough for 


my insubordination. I"Il be using my considerable manly 
charms to dig 


up intel on the new players who slip into Shkadov"s shoes.” 
Nikita took hold of Chris"s hand. “So you'll get a nice flat for 
those long weekends of ours.” 


“I can do that. Maybe Johnny and Andrei can pop over now 
and 


again.” 

“It could be interesting, Krisushka.” 

“Krisushka?” 

Aleksandr Voinov & Barbara Sheridan 

210 

“If you"re my pet, you need a pet name, yes?” 

“I dunno, Nicky. It sounds too limp wristed for my taste.” 
Nikita gave him the mean motherfucker look that was more 


playful than menacing. “Being properly submissive has 
certain 


rewards.” 

“Padded handcuffs? Plastic chains?” 
Nikita"s look lost its playful edge. 
“Sorry,” Chris said softly. 


Nikita tugged him close, flicked his tongue across Chris"s 
ear. 


“Let me call you Krisushka, and | may let you fuck me more 
often.” 


“Then Krisushka it is.” 
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